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An ordinary SoifQ or Pallad^ that is the delight of the 
common people^ cannot fail to please all such readers 
as ar6 not unqualified for the entertainment by their 
affectation or their ignorance; and the reason iB 
plain^ because the same paintings of Nature which 
fecommend it to the most ordinary reader will ap» 
pear beautiftd to the most refined. 
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POEMS ON KING ARTHUR, &c. 

The Third Volume bemg chiefly devoted to Roman- 
tic Subjects, may not be improperly introduced with a 
few slight Strictures on the old Metrical IEIomances: 
a subject the more worthy attention, as it seems not to 
have been known to such as have wiitten on the nature 
and origin of Books of Chivalry, that the first compo-^ 
sitions oi this kind were in Verse, and usually sung to 
the Harp. 
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ON THE ANCIENT METRICAL ROMANCES^ &C. 



I. THE first attempts at composition among all baf« 
barous nations are ever found to be Poetry and Song. 
The praises of their Gods, and the achievements of 
their heroes, are usually chanted at their festival 
meetings. These are the first rudiments of History. 
It is in this manner that the savages of North America 
preseiTe the memorj^ of past events * : and the same 
method is known to have prevailed among our Saxon 
Ancestors^ before they quitted their German forests f . 
The ancient Britons had their Bards, and the Gothic 
nations their Scalds or popular poets J, whose busi- 
ness it was to record the victories of their warriors, 
and the genealogies of their Princes, in a kind of nar^ 
rative songs, which were committed to memory, and 
delivered down from one Reciter to another. So long 
as Poetry continued a distinct profession, and while 
the Bard, or Scald, was a regular and stated officer in 
the Prince's court, these men are thought to have per- 
formed the functions of the historian pretty feithfidly > 
for though their narrations would be apt to receive a 
good^deal of embellishment, they are supposed to have 
bad at the bottom so much of truth as to serve for the 
basis of more regular annals. At least succeeding his- 
torians have taken up with the relations of these rude 

• Vid/Lasiteau Moeurs de Sauvages, T. 2. Dr. Browne's 
Hist, of the Rite and Progress of Poetry. 

f Gerraani celebrant carminibus antiquis (quod ufium apud 
illos memoriiB et annaiium genus est) Tuistonem, &c. Tacit, 
Germ, c, 3. 

J Barth. Antiq. Dan. Lib. I. Ca^. 10.— -Wormii Literatura 
Runiva, ad finem. 

men. 



METR4CAL ROMANCES^ &C. 3 

kneiij and> for want of more authentic records^ have 
agreed to allow them the credit of true history^. 

After letters began to prevaU^ and history assumed a. 
more stable form, by being committed to plain simple 
prose ^ these Songs of the Scalds or BaTds began to be 
more amusing than useful. And in proportion as it 
became their business chiefly to entertain and delight, 
tlfey gave more and more into embdlishment, and set 
off their recitals with huch marvellous fictions as were 
calculated to captivate gross and ignorant minds. Thus 
began stories of adventures with Giants and Dragons, 
and Witches and £nchantei*s, and all the monstrous 
extravagances of wild imagination> unguided by judg« 
meat, and uncorrected by art f. 
. THIS seems to be the true origin of that species of 
Romance which so long celebrated feats of Chivalry, 
and which at first in metre, and afterwards in prose, 
was the entertainment of our ancestors, in common 
with their contemporaries on the Continent, till the 
satire of Cervantes,- or rather the increase of knowledge 
and classical literature, drove them off the stage> to 
TBjtkt room for a more refined species of ^fiction, 
under the name of French Romances^ copied ^m the 
Greek f. ^' 

Thnt our old Romances of Chivaliy may be derived 
in a lineal descent from the ancient historical songs of 
the Gothic Bards and Scalds>^ will be shewn below, 
and ijGideed appears the more evident, as many of those 
Songs are still preserved in the North, which exhibit 
sdi the seeds of Chivalry before it became a solemn in- 
stitution |. '^ Chivalry, as a distinct military order, 

♦ See ** Northern Antiquities, or a Description of the Man« 
** ners. Customs, &(i. of the ancient Danes and other Northern 
"Nations, translated from the French of M. Mallet," 1770> 2 vol. 
8vo. (vol.1, p. 49, &c.) 

f Vid. infra, pp, 4, 5, &c. 

i Viz. ASTRJEA, Cassandra, Clelia, &c. 

§ Mallet, vid. Northern Antiquities, vol. I. p. 318, &c. vol. II^' 
p. 234| &c« 

B 52 * " confen'ed 



4 ON THS ANCIEKT 

'^ conferred in the way of investitui'e^ and accompanied 
*' with the solemnity of an oath^ and other ceremonies," 
was of later date^ and sprung out oi the feudal consti- 
tution, as an elegant writer has clearly shewn *. But 
the kleas of Chivalry prevailed long before in all the 
Gothic nations, and may he discovered as in emhrio in 
the customs, manners, and opinions of every branch of 
that people f . That fondness of going in quest of ad* 
ventures, that spirit of challenging to single combat, 
and that respectful complaisance shewn to the fair sex 
(so diiibrent from the manners of the Greeks and Ro- 
xMins), all are of Gothic origin, and may be traced up 
to the earliest times among all the Northern nations $. 
These existed long befcwe the feudal ages, though they 
were caUed forth and strengthened in a peculiar man* 
ner trnder that constitution, and at length arrived to 
their full maturity in the times of the Crusades, so re- 
p.lete vdth romantic adventures §, 

* Letters cdnceming Cbivalrj', 8vo, 1763, 

t : Mallet. 

.§ The seeds of Chivalry sprung up so naturaUy otrt of the 
original manners and opinions of the Northern nations, that it 
is not credible they arose so late as after the establishment of 
the Feudal $ystem, much less the Crusades. Nor, again, that 
the Romances of Chivalry were transmitted to other nations, 
through the Spaniards, from the Moors and Arabians. Had 
this been the cate, the iirst French Romances of Chivalry 
would have been on l^oorish or at least Spanish subsjectts 
whereas the most ancient stories of this kind, whether in prose 
or verse, whether in Italian, French, English, &q. are chiefly 
on the subjects of Charlemagne, and the Paladins ; or of our 
British Arthur, and his Knights of the Round Table, &c. being 
evidently borrowed from the fabulous Chronicles of the sup- 
posed Archbishop Turpi n, and of Jeffery of Monmouth. Not 
but some of the oldest and most popular French Romances are 
also on Norman subjects, as Richard Sans-peur, Robert Le 
JHable, &c. ; whereas I do not recollect so much as one in 
which the scene is laid in Spain, much less among the Moors, 
or descriptive of Mahometan manners. Even in Amadis dt 
Gaulf said to have ^een the first Romance printed in Spain, 
the scene is lakl in Gaul and Britain ^ and the manners are 

French : 
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Even the common arlntrary fictions of Romance 
were (as is hinted above) most of them familiar to the 
ancient Scalds of the North, long before the time of 
the Crusades. They belie\'ed the existence of Giants 
and Dwarfs* 5 they enteitained opinions not unlike the 
more modem notion of Faiiies f ; they were strongly 
possessed with tlie belief of spells and inchantment i ; 
and were fond of inventing combats with Dragons and 
Monsters ^. 

The opinion therefore seems veiy untenable, which 
some learned and ingenious men have entertained, that 
the turn ftnr Chivalry, and the taste for that species of 
romantic fiction were caught by the Spaniards from the 
Arabians or Moors after their iilvasion of Spain, and 
from the Spaniards transmitted to the Bards of Armo- 
ricall, and thus diffused through Britain, France, Italy^ 



French : which plainly shews from what school this species of 
fabling was learnt and transmitted to the Southern nations of 
Europe. 

* Mallet, North. Antiquities, vol. I. p. 36 ; vol, II. passim. 

f Olaus Verel. ad Herrarer Saga, pp. 44, 45. Hickes's The- 
saur. vol. 11. p. 311. Northern Antiquities, vol. II. passim. 

I Ibid. vol. 1. pp. 69, 374, &c. vol. II. p. 216, &c. 
§ Rollof*s Saga. Cap. 35, &c. 

II It is peculiarly unfortunate that such as maintsun this opi- 
nion are obliged to take their first step from the Moorish pro> 
vinces in Spain, without one intermediate resting-place, to 
Armorica or Bretagne, the province in France from them most 
^mote, not more in situation than in the manners, habits, and 
language of its Welsh inhabitants, which are allowed to have 
been derived from this island, as must have been their tradi- 
tions, SQiigs, and fables ; being doubtless all of Celtic original. 
See p. 3 of the ** Dissertation on the Origin of Romantic Fic- 
♦* tion in Europe," prefixed to Mr. Tho. Warton*s Histoiy of 
Bnglish Poetiy, vol. I. 1774, 4to. If any pen could have sup- 
ported this darling hypothesis of Dr. Warburton, that of this 
uiigenious critic would have effected it. But under the general 
term Oriental he seems to consider the ancient inhabitants of 
ttkt North and South of Asia as having all the same manners, 
traditions, and fables ; and because the secluded people of Ara- 
bia took the lead under the religion and empire of Mahomet, 

therefore 
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Germany, and the North. For it seems utterly incredi- 
ble that one rude people should adopt a peculiar taste 

therefore every thing must be derived from them to the 
Northern Asiatics in the remotest /ages, &c. With as much 
reason, under the word Occidental, we might represent the 
early traditiops and fables of the North and South of Europe 
to have been the same; and that the Gothic mythology of 
Scandinavia, the Dniidic or Celtic of Gaul and Britain, dif" 
fered not from the classic of Greece and Rome. 

There is not room here for a full examination of the minuter 
arguments, or rather slight coincidences, by which our agree- 
able Dissertator endeavours to maintain and defend this fa- 
vourite opinion of Dr.' W. who hM been himself so comi)letely 
confuted by Mr.TYRWHiTT. (See his notes an **Love*s Labour 
L^&t,** &c.) But some of his positions it will be sufficient to 
mention : such as the referring the Gog and Magog, which our 
old Christian Bards might have had from Scripture, to the 
Jaguiouge and Magio^fge of the Arabians and Persians, &c. [p. 
13.] — ^Tliat " we may venture to affirm, that this [GeoflFrey of 
•* Monmouth's] Chronicle, supposed to contain the ideas of the 
** Welsh Bards, entirely consists of Arabian inventions." [p. 
13.] — And that, •* as Geoffrey's History is the grand repository 
•' of the Acts of Arthur, sp a fabulous History, ascribed toTur- 
*• pin, is the ground-work of all the Chimerical Legends which 
" have been related concerning the conquests of Charlemagne 
** and his twelve peers. Its subject is the expulsion of the Sara- 
** cens from Spain ; and it is filled with fictions evidently eon- 
"sgenial to those which characterize Geoffrey's History." [p. 
17.] — ^That is, as he afterwards expresses it, ** lavishly decorated 
** by the Arabian Fablers." [p. 58.] — We should hardly have 
expected that the Arabian Fablers would have been lavish in 
decorating a history of their enemy; but what is singular, as 
an instance and proof of this Arabian origin of the Fictions of 
Turpin, ^ passage is quoted from his IVth chapter, which I 
shall beg le^ve to offer, as affording decisive evidence that they 
could not possibly be derived from a Mahometan source. Sc. 
*' The Christians under Charlemagne are said to ha»ve found in 
*' Spain a golden idol, or image of Mahomet, as high as a bird 
** can fly. — It was framed bv Mahomet himself of the purest 
*' metal, who, by his knowledge in necromancy, had sealed up 
'< within it a legion of diabolical spirits, It held in its hand a 
*< prodigious club ; and the Saracens had a prophetic tradition, 
" that this club should fall from the hand of the image in that 
•* year when a certain king should be bom ii\ France, &c.*' 
^Vid.p. iSjNote.J- 
and 
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fmd manner of writing or thinking from another, with- 
out borrowing at the same time any of their particular 
stories and &bles, without appearing to know anything 
of their heroes, history, laws, and religion. When the 
Romans began to adopt and imitate the Grecian litera- 
ture, they immediately naturalized all the Grecian Ca- 
bles, hi^ories, and religious stories; which became as 
familiar to the poets of Rome as of Greece itself. 
Whereas all the old writers of chivalry, and of that spe- 
cies of romance, whether in prose or verse, whether of 
the Northern nations, or of Britain, France, and Italy, 
not excepting Spain itself^, appear utterly unacquainted 
with whatever relates to the Mahometan nations. Thus 
with regard to their religion, they constantly represent 
them as worshiping idols, as paying adoration to a 
golden image of Mahomet, or else they confoimd them 
with the ancient Pagans, &c. And indeed in all other 
respects they are so grossly ignorant of the customs., 
manners, and opinions of every branch of that people, 
especially of their heroes, champions, and local stories, 
as almost amounts to a demonstration that they did not 
imitate them in their songs or romances : for as to dra- 
gons, serpents, necromancies, &c. why should these be 
thought only derived from the Moors in Spain so late as 
after the eighth century? since notions of this kind ap- 
pear too familiar to the Northern Scalds, and enter too 
deeply into all the Northern Mythology, to have been 

* The little narrative songs on Morisco subjects, which the 
Spaniards have at present in great abundance, and which they 
call peculiarly RomaTicet (see vol. I. Book III. No. XVI. &c.) 
have nothing in common with their proper Romances (or His- 
tories) of Chivalry; which they call Historias de Cavallerias: 
these are evidently imitations of the French, and shew a great 
ignorance of Moorish manners : and with regard to the Mo- 
risco, or Song'Romanees, they do not seem of very great anti- 
quity : few of them appear, from their subjects, much earlier 
than the redaction of Gransida, in the fifteenth century : from 
^rfaich period, I believe, may be plainly ||aced, among the Spa- 
nish Writers, a more perfect knowledge ot Moorish customs, &c. 

transmitted 
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transmitted to the unlettered Scandinavians, from so 
dktant a country, at so late a period. If they may not 
be allowed to have brought these opinions with them in 
their original migrations from the North of Asia, they 
will be hr more Hkely to have borrowed them from the 
Latin poets after the Roman conquests in Gaul, Britain, 
Germany, &c. For I believe one may challenge the 
maintainerB of this opinion to produce any Arabian 
poem or history, that could possibly have been then 
Known in Spain, which resembles the old Gothic ro- 
mances of chivalry half so much as the IV^etamorphosea 
of Ovid. 

But we well know that the Scythian nations situate 
in the countries about Foetus, Colchis, and the Euxine 
sea, were in aU times in&mous for their magic arts: 
Imd as Odin and his followers are said to have come 
precisely from those parts of Asia, we can readily ac- 
jcount for the prevalence of fictions of this sort among 
the Gothic nations of the North, without fetchiog theni 
from the Moors in Spain, who for many centuries after 
their irruption lived in a state of such constant hostility 
with the unsubdued Spanish Christians, whon^ they 
chiefly pent up in the mountains^ as gave them no 
chance of learning their music, poetry, or stories -, .and 
this, together with the religious hatred of the latter for 
their cruel invaders, will account for the utter igno- 
rance of the old Spanish romancers in whatever relates 
to the Mahometan nations, although so nearly their 
own neighbours. 

On the other hand, from the local customs and sir 
tuations, from the known manners and opinions of the 
Gothic nations in the North, we can easily account for 
all the ideas of chivalry, and its peculiar fictions^. For, 
not to mention their distinguished respect for the fair 
sex, so difierent from the manners of the Mahometan 
nations f , their national and domestic history so natu- 
ItJly assumes all th^ wonders of this species of fabling, 

• See Northern Antiquities, passim. f Ibid. 

that 
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that almost all their historical narratives appear regular 
Tomanoes. One might refer, in proof of this, to the old 
Northern Sagas in general: but, to give a partict^f 
instance^ it will be sufficient to produce the Histoiy"of 
King Regner Lodbrog, a celebrated warrior and pirafe; 
who reigned in Denmark about the year 800 *. This 
hero signalized his youth by an exploit of gallantry. A 
Swedish prince had a beautiflil daughter, whom he in- 
trusted (probably during some expedition) to the care 
of one of his officers, assigning a strong castle for their 
defence. The officer fell in love with his ward, and de- 
tained her in his castle, spite of all the efforts of her 
father. Upon this he published a proclamation through 
all the neighbouring countries, that whoever would 
conquer the xavisher and rescue the lady should have 
her in mairiage. Of all that undertook the adventure, 
Regner alone was so happy as to achieve it : he deli* 
vered the &ir captive, and obtained her for his prize. 
It happened that the name of this discourteous officer 
was Ormb, which in the Islandic language signifies 
Serpent : wherefore the Scalds, to give the more poe- 
tical .turn to the adventure, represent the lady as de- 
tained from her i^ther by a dreadful dragon, and that 
Regner slew the monster to set her at liberty. This 
&bulous account of the exploit is given in a poem still 
extant, which is even ascribed to Regner himself, who 
was a celebrated poet, and which records all the valiant 
achievements of his life f . 

With marvelous embellishments of this kind the 
Scalds early began to decorate their narratives: and 
they were the more lavish of these in proportion as 
they departed from their original institution; but it 
was a long time before they thought of delivering a set 
pf personages and adventures wholly feigned. Of the 

* Saxon Gram. p. 152, 153. ^Mallet, North. Antiq. vol. I. 

p. 321. 

t See a Translation of this poem amon^ " Five Pieces of 
^« Runic Poetry," prmttd for Dodsley, 1764, 8vo. 

great 
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great multitude of romantic tales still preserved in the 
libraries of the N(Hlh, most of them are supposed to 
have bad some foundation in truth ; and the more an- 
cient they are, the moi*e they are believed to be con- 
nected with true history *. 

It was not probably till after the Historian and the 
Bard had been long disunited, that the latter ventured 
at pure fiction. At length, when their business was no 
longer to instruct or inform, but merely to amuse, it 
was no longer needful for them to adhere to trutk. 
Then succeeded fabulous Songs and Romances in verse, 
which for a long time prevailed in France and England 
before they had books of Chivalry in prose. Yet in both 
these coimtries the Minstrels still retained so much of 
their original institution as frequently to make true 
events the subject of their Songs f; and indeed, aa 
during the barbarous ages, the regular Histories were 
ahnost all written in Latin by the Monks, the memory 
of events was preserved and propagated among the ig- 
norant Laity by scarce any other means than the popu» 
lar Songs of the Minstrels. 

IL The inhabitants of Sweden, Denmark, and Nor- 
way, being the latest converts to Christianity, retained 
their original manners and opinions longer than the 
other nations of Gothic race : and therefore they have 
preserved more, of the genuine compositions of their 
ancient poets than their Southern neighbours. Hence 
the progress, among them, from poetical history to 
poetical fiction is very discernible : they have some old 
|)iece8, that are in effect complete Romances of Chi- 
valry J. They have also (as hath been observed) a mul- 

• Vid. Malkt, Northern Antiquities, passim. 

f The Editor's MS. contains a multitude of poems of this 
latter kind. It was probably from this custom of the Minstrels 
that some of our first Historians wrote their Chronicles in 
verse, as Robert of Gloucester, Harding, &c. 

X See a Specimen in Sd Vol. of Northern Antiquities, &c. 
p. S48, &c. 

titude 
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tittide of Sagas* or Histories on romantic subjects; 
containing a mixture of prose and versK^, of various 
dates^ some of them written since the times of the 
Crusades^ others long before: but their narratives in 
verse only are esteemed the more ancient. 

Now as the irruption of the Normans f into France 
under Rollo did not take place till towards the begin- 
ning of the tenth century, at which time the Scaldic 
art- was arrived to the highest perfection in Rollo*s na- 
tive country, we can easily trace the descent of the 
French and English Romances of Chivalry from the 
Northern Sagas. That conqueror doubtless carried 
many Scalds >vith him from the North, who transmit- 
ted thesr skill to their children and s\iccessors. These, 
adopting the religion, opinions, and language of the 
new country, substituted the heroes of Christendom 
instead of those 'of their Pagan ancestors, and began to 
cselebrate the feats of Charlemagne, Roland, and Oliver ^ 
whoso true history they set offhand embellished with the 
Scaldic figments of dwarfs, giants, dragons, and in- 
chantments. The first mention we have in song of 
those heroes of chivalry is in the mouth of a Norman 
warrior at the conquest of England J 5 and this circum- 
stance alone would sufficiently account for the propaga- 
tion of tills kind of romantic poems among the FrcncK 
and English. 

But this is not all 3 it is very certain that both the 
Anglo-Saxons and the Franks had brought >vith them, 
at their first emigrations into Britain and Gaul, the 
same fondness for the ancient songs of their ancestoi^, 
wliich prevailed among the other Gothic tribes §^ and 

* Eccardi Hist. Stud. Etym. 1711, p. 179, &c. Hickes's 
Thesaur. vol. II. p. 314. 

f i, e. Northern Men : being chiefly Emigrants from Nor- 
way, Denniark, &c. 

I See the Account of Taillefer in Vol. I. Essay, and Note. 

§ Ipsa ^ARM^NA memoriaB mandabant, & praBlia inituri decan- 
tabant; qua memoria tam fortium gestorum k majoribus patra^ 
torum ad imitationem animus adderetur. Jomandes de GUki^, 

that 
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tliat all their first annals weie transmitted in these po* 
pular oral poems. This fondness they even retained 
long after their conversion to Christianity^ as we learn 
from the examples of Charlemagne and Alfred *. Now 
Poetry, being thus the transmitter of facts, would as 
easily learn to blend them with fictions in France and 
England as she is known to have done in the North, 
and that much sooner, for the reasons before assigned f. 
This, together with the example and influence of the 
Normans, will easily account to us why the first Ro* 
mances of Chivalry that appeared both in England and 
France I were composed in metre, as a rude kind of 
epic songs. In both kingdoms tales in verse were 
usually sung by Minstrels to the harp on festival occa- 
sions: and doubtless both nations derived their relish 
for this sort of entertainment from their Teutonic an«- 
oestors, witliout either of them borrowing it from the 
other. Among both people narrative Songs on true or 
fictitious subjects had evidently obtained from the ear- 
liest times. But the professed Romances of Chivalry 
seem to have been first composed in France, where also 
they had their name. 

* E^nhaftus de Carolo magno. *' Item barbara, & anti-r 
quiBsima carmina, quibus veterum re|^um actus & bella cane- 
bantur, scripeit." e. S9; 

Asserius de Alfredo magno. '* Rex inter bella, &c . . . . v 
Saxonicos libros recitare, & maxime carmina Saxonica memo- 
liter discere, aliis imperare, & solus assidue pro viribus, stut 
diosissime non desinebat." Ed, 17S2, Svo, p. 43. 

f See above, pp. 3. 9* &«• 

X The Romances on the sulject of Perceval, San Graal, 
Lancelot du Lac, Tristan, &c. ^re amon^ the first that ap- 
peared in the French language in Prose, yet these were origi- 
nally composed in Metre : The Editor has in his possession a 
very old French MS. in verse, containing JJanHen Roman de 
Perceval ; and metrical copies of the others may be found \n 
the libraries of tbe curious. See a note of Wanley's in Harl, 
Catalog. Num. 2252, p. 49, &c. Nicolson's Eng. Hist. Library, 
3d Ed. p. 91, &c. — Sec also a curious collection of old French 
Romances, with Mr. Waale}''s account of this sort of pieces, in 
HarL MSS. Catal. 978, 106. 

The 
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The Latin Tongue, as is observed hf an ingenious 
writor*, eeased to be spoken in France about the 
ninth century, and was succeeded by what was called 
tlie- Romance Tongue, a mis^ture of the language of 
the Franks and bad Latin. As the Songs of Chivahy 
beoame the most popular compositions in that lan- 
guage, they were emphatically called Romans or Ro- 
lf ants ^ though this name was at first given 'to any 
. piece of poetry. The Romances of Chivalry can be 
traced as early as the eleventh centui^f. I know not if 
the Baman de Brut, written in 1155, was sudu But if 
it was, it was by no means the first poem of the 'kind; 
others more ancient are still extant |. And'Ti^ have 
ahready seen, that, in the preceding century, when the 
Normans marched down to the battle of Hastings, they 
anitnated themselves, by singing (in some popular ro* 
nmnce or ballad) the exploits of Roland and the other 
heroes of Chivalry §. 

So early as this I cannot trace the Songs of Chivaliy 
in English. The most ancient I have seen is that of 
Ho RNE CHILD, described below, which seems not older 
than the twelfth century. However, as this rather 

* The Author of the Essay on the Genius of Pope, p. 381?. 

t Ibid. p. 283. Hist. Lit Tom. 6. 7. 

Z Voi Preface aux '* Fabliaux & Contes des Poetes Fran^i# 
** des %Uy XIII, XIV, & XV siecles, &c. Paris, 1756, 3 Tom. ISmo." 
(a very cvrious work.) 

§ Sec the account of Taillefer in vol. I. Essay, and Note. And 
see Rapin, Carte, &c, — ^Tbis song of Roland (whatever it was) 
cohtiuued for some centuries to be usually sun^i^ by the French in 
their marches, if we may believe a modern French writer. "Un jour 
*' qu'on chantoit la chanson de Roland, comnie c'etoit i'usage 
** dans les marches. II y a long temps, dit il [John K. of France, 
** who died in 1364], qu'on ne volt plus de Rolands parmi les 
** Francois. On y verroit encore des Rolands, lui repondit un 
'* vieux Capitaine, s'ils. avoient un Charlemagne ^ leur t6te." 
Vid. torn. iii. p. S03, des Essaics Hist, sur Paris de M. de Sain* 
TBFOix, who gives, as his authority, BoetMus in Hist. Scotorum^ 
This author, however, speaks of the Complaint and Repartee as 
made in an Assembly of the States (vocato senatu) , and not upoii 
any march, &c. Vid. Boetb. lib. xv. fol. .'^27. Ed. Paris, 1574. 

resembles 
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resembles the Saxon Poetxy than the French^ it is fiot 
certain that the first English Romances were translated 
from that lapguage*^. We have seen above^ that a pro« 
pensity to this kind of fiction prevailed among all the 
Gothic nations f ; and though, after the Norman Con«^ 
quest, this country abounded with French Romances* 
or with Translations from the French, there is good 
reason to believe that the English had original pieces 
of their own. 

The stories of King Arthur and his Round Table 
may be reasonably supposed of the growth of this island ; 
bom the French and the Armoricans probably had 
them from Britain :(. The stories of Guy and Bevis, 
with some others, were probably the invention of £ng* 
lish Minstrels §. On the other hand, the English pro- 
cured translations of such Romances as were most cur- 
rent in France; and in the List given at the conclusion 
of these Remarks many are doubtless of French original. 

Tlie first PROSE books of Chivalry that appeared in 
our language were those printed by Caxton || ; at 



♦ Sec, on this subject. Vol. I. Notes on the Essay on the An- 
cient Minstrels, (S 2.) and (G g). 

•f* The first Romances of Chivalr}' among the Germans were 
in Metre: they have some very ancient narrathe son^ (whicli 
they call UederJ not only on the fabulous heroes of their o^a 
country, but also on those of France and Britain, as Tristram^ 
Arthur, Gawain, and the Knights von der Tafei-ronde. (Vid. 
Goldasti Not. in Epnhart. Vit. Car. Mag. 4to. 1711, p. 207.) 

X The Welsh have still some very old Romances about King 
Arthur; but as these are in prose, they are not probably their 
first pieces that were composed on that subject. 

I It IS most credible that these stories were originally of 
English invention, even if the only pieces now extant should be 
found to be translations from the French. What now pass for 
the French originals were probably only amplifications, or en- 
largements of the old English story. That the French Romancers 
borrowed some things from the English, appears from the word 
TERMAOANT,which they took up from our Minstrels,and corrupted 
into Tervagaunte. See Vol. 1. p. 77, and Gloss. "Termagant." 

II Uecuyel of the Hystor^e^ of Troy, 1471. Godfroye of Bo^ 

lo>ne. 



/ 
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leasts these are the first I have been able to discover, 
and these are all translations from the French. Where* 
as Romances of this kind had been long current in 
metre, and were so generally admired in the time of 
Chaucer, that his Rhyme of SirThopas was evidently 
ivritten to ridicule and burlesque them^. 

He expressly mentions several of them by name in a 
stanza, which I shall have occasion to quote more than 
onoe in this volume : 

Men speken of Romaunces of pris 

Of Horn-Child, and of Ipotis 

Of Bevis, and Sire Guy 
Of Sire Libeux, and Pleindamour, 
But Sire Thopas, he bereth the flour 

Of real chevalrief . 

Most if not all of these are stiU extant in MS. in 
some or other of our libraries, as I shall shew in the 
conclusion of this slight Essay, where I shall give a list 
of such metrical Histories and Romances as have fellen 
under my observation. 

As many of these contain a considerable portion of 
poetic merit, and throw great light on the manners and 
opinions of former times, it were to be wished that 
some of the best of them were rescued from oblivion. 
A judicious collection of them accurately published, with 
proper illustrations, would be an important accession to 
our stock of ancient English literature. Many of them 

loyne, 1481. Le Morte de Arthur, 1485. The Life of Charle* 
mag^e, 1485, &c. As the old Minstrelsy wore out, prose books 
of Chivalry became more admired, especially after the Spanish 
Romances began to be translated into English, towards the end 
of Q. Elizabeth's reign : then the most popular metrical Ro- 
mances began to be reduced into prose, as Sir Guy, Bevis, &c. 

* See Extract from a Letter, written by the Editor of these 
Volumes, in Mr. Warton's Observations, vol. II. p. 139. 

t Canterbury Tales (Tyrwhitt*s Edit.), vol.ll. p. 238. In 

all the former editions, which I have seen, the name at the end 
•f the 4th line is Blandamoure. 

'. exhibit 
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exhibit no mean attempts at Epic Poetry: and though 
fuU of the exploded fictions of Chivalry, i^quently dis- 
play great descriptive and inventive powers in the Bards 
who composed them. They are at least generally equed 
to any other poetry of the same agje. They cannot in- 
deed be put in ecnnpetition with the nervous |n*oduc- 
tions of so universal and commanding a genius as Chau- 
cer; but they have a simplicity that makes them be read 
with less inteiTuption, and be more easily understood : 
and they arc far more spirited and entertaining than 
the tedious allegories of Gower, or the dull and prolix 
legends of Lydgate. Yet, while so much stress was laid 
upon the writings of these last, by such as treat of 
English poetry, the old metrical Romances, though fer 
more popular in their time, were hardly known to exist. 
But it has happened, unluckily, that the antiquaries^ 
lirho have revived the works of our ancient writers, 
have been, for the most part, men void of taste and 
genius, and therefore have always festidiouely rejected 
the old poetical Romances, because foimded on ficti- 
tious or popular subjects, while Ihey have been careful 
to grub up every petty fragment of the most dull and 
insipid rhymist, whose merit it was to deform morality 
or obsciure true history. Should the publick encoiuage 
the revival of some of those ancient Epic Songs of Chi- 
valry, they would frequently see the rich ore of an 
Ariosto or a Tasso, though buried it may be among the 
rubbish and dross of baibarous times. 

Such a publication would answer many important 
uses : It would throw new light on the rise and progress 
of English poetry, the history of which can be but im- 
perfecdy understood if these are neglected: It would 
ali^o serve to illustrate innumerable passages in our an- 
cient classic poets, which, without their help, must be 
for ever obscure. For, not to mention Cliaucer and 
Spenser, who abound with perpetual allusions to them, 
I shall give an instance or two from Shakespeare, by 
way of specimen of their use. 

In 
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In liis play of King John our great Dramatic Poet 
kUudes to an exploit of Richard I. which the reader 
will in vain look for in any true history. Faulconbridge 
says to his mother^ act 1. so. 1. 

« Needs must you lay your heart at his dispose ... 

** Against whose furie and unmatched force, 

" The awlesse lion could not wage the light, 

•* Nor kcepe his princely heart from Richard's hand : 

•* He that perforce robs Lions of their hearts 

** May easily winne a\voman*s :'*— 

The feet here referred to, is to be traced to its soui'ce 
-only in the old Romance of Richard Ceur de 
Lyon*, in which his encounter with a lion makes a 
very shining figure. I shall give a large extract from 
this poem, as a specimen of the manner of these old 
rhapsodists, and to shew that they did not in their fic- 
tions neglect the proper means to produce the ends, as 
was afterwards so childishly done in the prose books 
of Chivalry. 

The poet tells us, that Richard, in his return from 
the Hcdy Jjand, having been discovered in the habit of 
*' a palmer in Almayne,*' and apprehended as a spy, 
was by the king thrown into prison. Wardrewe, the 
king's son, hearing of Richard's great strength, desires 
the jailor to let him have a sight of his piisoners. 
Richard being the foremost, Wardrewe asks him, *' if 
^' he dare stand a buffet from his hand ?'* and that on 
tlie morrow he shall return him another. Richard con- 
sents, and receives a blow that staggers him. On the 
morrow^ having previously waxed his hands, he waits 

» Dr. Grey has shewn that the same story is alluded to in 
RastelPs Chronicle : As it was doubtless originally had from the 
Romance, this is proof that the old Metrical Romances throw 
light on our first writers ki prose : many of our ancient histo- 
rians have recorded the fictions of romance. 

VOL. III. c his 
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bis antagonist's arrival. Wardrewe accordingly^ pro* 
oeeds the story, *' held forth as a trewe man/* and Ri- 
chard gave him such a blow on the cheek, as broke his 
jaw-bone, and killed him on the spot. The king, to 
revenge the death of his son, orders, by the advice of 
one Eldrede, that a lion, kept purposely from food, 
shall be turned loose upon Richard. But the king's 
daughter, having fallen in love with him, tells him of 
her father's resolution, and at his request procures him 
forty eUs of white silk " kerchers ;" and here the de- 
scriptipn of the combat begins : 

The kever-chefes % he toke on honde, 

And aboute his arme he wonde; 

And thought in that ylke while. 

To slee the lyon with some gyle. 

And syngle in a kyrtyll he stode. 

And abode the lyon fyers and wode, 

With that came the jaylere. 

And other men that wyth him were, ' / J 

And the lyon them amonge ; 

His |>awe8 were stiffe and stronge. 

The ehambre dore they undone. 

And the lyon to them is gone. 

Rycharde sayd, Helpe, lorde Jesu ! 

The lyon made to hym venu. 

And wolde hym have all to rente : 

Kynge Rychai^e besyde hym glente f 

The lyon on the breste hym spukned. 

That aboute he tourned. 

The lyon was hongry and megre, ^ 

And bette his tayle to be egre ; 

• i. e, Handkerchiefs. Here we have the etymology of the 

word, viz. " Couvre le Chef." 

f i. e. slipt aside. 

He 
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\ lie loked aboute as he were madde ; 

Abrode be ail his pawes spradde^ 

He ciyed lowde, and yaned * wyde. 

Kynge Rycharde bethought b3rm that tyde 

What hym was beste, and to hym steTte> 

In at the throte his hdnde he gerte, 

- And hente out the herte with his honde> 

Lounge and all that he there fonde. 

The lyon fell deed to the grounde : 

Rycharde felte no wemf , ne wounde» 

He fell on his knees on that place. 

And thanked Jesu of his grace. 

****** 

What follows is not so weU, and* therefore I shall ex- 
tract no more of this poem. — For the above feat the 
author tells us^ the king was deservedly called 

Stronge Rycharde Cure de Lyowne. 

That distich which Shakespeare puts in the mouth 
of his madman in King Lear, Act 3, sc. 4. 

Mice and Rats and such small deere 

Have been Tom's food for seven long yeare, 

has excited the attention of the critics. Instead of 
deere, one of them would substitute geer -, and another 
cheer X- But the ancient reading is established by the 
old Romance of Sir Bevis, which Shakespeare had 
doubtless often heard sung to the harp. This distich is 
part of a description there g^ven of the hardships suf- 
fered by Bevis^ when confined for seven years in a 
dungeon: 

Rattes and myse and such small dere 

Was his meate that seven yere. Sign. F. iii. 

• i. e. yawned. t *• ®* hurt. 

X Dr. Warburton. — ^Dr. Grey. 

c 2 III. In 
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IIL Iv Afacnt parts of tliis work, tke leader wif 
find various extracts firam tkeseoU poftirai fegoids; 
towliicfa I refer him £ar fintfaer examples of tkor st]ffe 
and mea^ To eonnplece tins wtyct, k will be proper 
at least to ghe one yriinffti of tlieir skill in ^finribiit- 
ing and oondocdng their 6ble, faj wfakli it will be 
seen that nature and common sense had sup f to d to 
these okl simi^ bards the want of critkal art, and 
taught them some of the most f^yntial rules of Epic 

Poelzj. 1 shall select the Romance of Liaius Ihs* 

covius*, as being one of those mentioned by Chaucer, 
and eidier diorter or more intriligihte than the othos 
he hasqfuoted. 

If an Epic Poem may be defined " f A £ible rdated 
by a poet, to excite admiration, and inspire Tiitue, 
by rqraeseiitiiig die action of some one hens fitTonied 
by heaven, who executes a great des^, in spite of 
'* aO the obstades that oppose him :** I know not why 
we shouki witfahokl the name of Epic Pokx finim the 
piece which I am about to analyse. 

My copy is divided into IX Parts or Cantos, the 
several arguments of which are as follows. 

PART I. 

Opens with a short exordium to bespeak attention : 
the Hero U described ; a natural son of Sir Gawain a 
oelebrated knight of King Arthur's court, who being 
brought up in a forest by his mother, is kept ignorant 
of his name and descent. He early aihibits marks of 
his courage, by killing a knigfat in sin^e combat, who 
encountered bun as he was hunting. This inspires him 
with a desire of seeking adventures : therefore doath- 
ing himself in his enemy's armour, he goes to King 

* So it it intitled in the Editor^s MS. But the true title is 
Lt heamx M$eomtUf or the fair unknown. See a Note on the 
Canterbury Takt, VoL IV. p. 333. 

f VId. ** Pifconn sor la Poesie Epique,** prefixed to Tele- 
JiA9t;R. 

Arthur's 
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Arthur's courts to request the oi;^er of knighthood. 
His request granted^ he obtains a promise of having the 

jSrst adventure assigned him that shall offer. ^A 

damsel named Ellen^ attended by a dwarf> comes to 
implore King Arthur's assistance, to rescue a young 
princess, '* the Lkdy of Sinadone" their mistress, who 
is detained from her rights, and confined in priJson; 
The adventure is claimed' by the young khight Sir 
I^bius : the king assents ; the messengers are dissatis- 
fied, and object to his youth ; but are forced to acquiesce. 
And here the first book closes with a description of the 
ceremony of equipping him forth. 

PART II. 

Sir Lybius sets out on the adventure : he is derided 
by the dwarf and the damsel on account of his youth : 
they come to the bridge of Perill, which none can pass 
without encountering a knight called William de la 
Braunch. Sir Lybius is challenged : they just with their 
spears : De la Braunch is dismounted : die battle is re- 
newed on foot : Sir William's sword breaks : he yields. 
Sir Lybius makes him swear to go and present himself 
to King Arthur, as the first fniits of his valour. The 
conquered knight sets out for King Arthur's court : iis 
met by three knights, his kinsmen -, who, informed of 
bis di^^ce, vow revenge, and pursue the conqueror. 
The next day they overtake him ; the eldest of the three 
attacks Sir Lybius ; but is overthrown to the ground. 
The two other brothers assault him : Sir Lybius is 
wounded ; yet cuts off the second brother's arm : the 
third yields 5 Sir Lybius sends them all to King Arthur. 
In the third evening he is awalced by the dwarf, who has 
discovered a fire in the wood. 

PART III. 

Sir Lybius arms himself, and leaps on horseback : he 
finds two Giants roasting a wild boar, who have a fair 
Lady their captive. Sir Lybius, by favour of tlie night, 
nms one of them through with his spear : is assaulted 

by 
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by the other : a fierce battle ensues : he cuts off tho 
giant's arm, and at length his head. The rescued Lady 
(an EarFs daughter) teUs him her story ; and leads 1dm 
to her father's castle j who entertains him with a great 
feast ; and presents him at parting with a suit of armofur 
and a steed. He sends the giant's head to King Arthur, 

PART IV. 

Sir Lybiua, maid EUien, and the dwarf, renew their 
journey: they see a castle stuck round with human 
heads -, and are informed it belongs to a knight called 
Sir Geiferon, who, in honour of his lemman or mistress^ 
challenges all comers : he th^t can produce a fiiirer 
lady^ is to be rewarded with a milk-white ^ulcon, but 
if overcome, to lose his head. Sir Lybius spends the 
night in the adjoining town : in the morning goes to 
ch^lenge the &ulcon. The knights exchange their 
gloves : they agree to just in the market place : the lady 
and maid Ellen are placed aloft in chairs : their dresses : 
the superior beauty of Sir GefTeron's mistress described : 
the ceremonies previpus to the combat. They engage : 
the combat described at large : Sir Gefferon is incura- 
bly hurt ', and carried home on his shield. Sir Lybius 
sends the faulcon to King Arthur ; and ^ceives back a 
large present in florins. He stays 40 days to be cured 
of his wounds, which he spends in feasting with the 
neighbouring lords. 

PART V. 

Sir Lybius proceeds for Sinadone: in a forest he 
meets a knight hunling^ called Sir Otes de Lble : maid 
Ellen charmed with a very beautiful dog, begs Sir Ly- 
bius to bestow him upon her : Sir Otes meets them, and 
claims his dog : is refused : being unarmed he rides to 
his castle, and summons his followers : they go in 
quest of Sir Lybius : a battle ensues : he is still victo- 
rious, and forces Sir Otes to follow the other conquered 
knights to King Arthur. 

?ARX 
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PART VI. 

^Sir Lybius comes to a fiedr city and castle by a river* 
side; beset round with pavilions or tents: he is in- 
formed^ in the castle is a beautiful lady besi^ed by a 
giant named Maugys> who keeps the bridge^ and will 
let none pass without doing him homage : this Lybius 
refuses : a battle ensues : the giant desKiiibed : the se* 
veral incidents of the battle ; which lasts a whole sum- 
mer's day : the giant is wounded } put to flight 5 slain. 
The citizens come out in procession to meet their deli- 
^•erer: the lady invites him into her castle: fells in 
love with him 3 and seduces him to her embraces. He 
fbigets the princess of Sinadone^ and stays with this 
bewitching lady a twelvemonth. This feir sorceress^ 
like another Alcina^ intoxicates him vtdth all kinds of 
sensual pleasure 3 and detains him from the pursuit of 
honoiu*. 

f PART VII. 

Mfdd EUen by chance gets an opportunity of speak- 
ing to him J and upbraids him with his vice and foUy : ' 
he b filled with remorse, and escapes the same evening. 
At liength he arrives at the city and castle of Sinadone : 
Is given to understand that he must challenge the con- 
stable of the castle to single combat, before he can be 
received as a guest. They just : the constable is worst- 
ed : Sir Lybius is feasted in the castle : he declares his 
intention of delivering their lady ; and inquires .the 
particulars of her history. " Two Necromancers have 
built a fine palace by sorcery, and there keep her in- 
chanted> till she will sun-ender her duchy to them, and 
yield to such base conditions as they would impose.** 

PART VIII. 

Early on the morrow Sir Lybius sets out for the in- 
chanted palace. He alights in the court : enters the 
hall : the wondei's of which are described in strong 
Gothic painting. He sits down at the high table : on 
a sudden all the lights are quenched : it thunders, and 
lightens 3 the palace shakes 3 the walls faU in pieces 

about 
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about his ears. He is dismayed and confounded : but 
ynttadj Ikears harsea neigh, and iB challenged to single 
cotnbat by the 8orc«:^s. He gets to his steed : a battle 
ensUeB> with various turns of fortune : he loses his wea^ 
|lon ; but gets a sword from one of the.NecromanceiB> 
and wounds the other with it : the edge of the sword 
being secretly poisoned^ the wound proves mortal. 

PART IX. 

He goes up to the surviving sorcerer, who is carried 
away from him by inchantment : at length he finds 
him> and cuts off hiu head : he returns to the palace 
to deliver the lady ; but cannot find her : as he is la- 
mentingj a window opens, through which enters a 
horrible serpent with wings and a woman's face : it 
coils round his neck and kisses him ; then is suddenly 
converted into a very beautiful lady. She tells him 
she is the Lady of Sinadone, and was so inchanted, till 
she might kiss Sir Gawain>> or some one of his blood : 
that he has dissolved the charm, and thai herself and 
her dominions may be his reward. The Knight (whose 
descent is by this means discovered) joyfully accepts 
the oiier -, makes her his bride, and then sets out with 
her for King Arthur's court. 

Such is the fable of this ancient piece : which the 
rieader may observe, is as regular in its conduct, as any 
of the finest poems of classical antiquity. If the execu- 
tion, particularly as to the diction and sentiments, were 
but equal to the plan, it would be a capital performance ; 
but this is such as might be expected in rude and igno- 
rant times, and in a barbarous unpolished language. 

IV. I SHALL conclude this prolix account, with a 
List of such old Metrical Romances as are still ex- 
tant J beginning with those mentioned by Chaucer. 

I. The Romance oi Home Childe is presei*ved in the 
British Museum, where it is intitled pe 5este of kyng 

Home. 
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Home. tSee Catalog. Harl. MSS. 9253, p. 70. Iti^ 
language is almost l^on^ yet from the mention in i('4kf 
Sanizens, it appears to have been written alter somfe dT 
tbeCrueades. It begins thus : 

All heo ben hiy]^ 

pat, to my song yly^ : 

A sons ychulle ou sinj 

Of AUof pe jode kynje •, &c. 

Another copy of this poem^ but greatly altered, and 
somewhat modernized, is preserved in the Advocates 
Library at Edinburgh, in a MS quarto volume of <Ad 
£nglish poetry [W. 4. 1.] Num. XXXIV. in seven 
leaves or folios f, intitled> Horn-child and Maiden Rinivel, 
and beginning thus : 

Mi leve frende derc, 
Herken and ye may here. 

2. The Poem of Ipotis (or YpotisJ is preserved in the 
Cotton Library, Calig. A. 2, fo. 77* but is mther a re- 
ligious Legend^ than a Romance. Its beginning is^ 

He jjat wyll of Mrysdome here 

Herkeneth nowe ze may here 

Of a tale of holy wryte 

Seynt Jon the Evangelyste wytnesseth hyt. 

3. The Romance of Sir Guy was written before that 
of Bevis, being quoted in it J . An account of this old 
poem is given in this volume. Book II. No. I. To which 

* i. e. May all they be blithe, that to my song listen : A songf 
I shall you sing. Of AUof tbe good king, &c. 

f In each full page of this vol. are 44 lines, when the poem 
is in long metre : and 88, when the metre is short, and the page 
in two columns. 

; Sign. K. 2. b. 

it 
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it may be added> that two complete copies in MS. «re 
preserved at Cambridge^ the one in the public library *> 

the other in that of Caius College, Class A. 8. 

In Ames's Typog. p. 153, may be seen the first lines of 
the printed copy. — ^The 1st MS. begins, 

Sythe the tyme that God was borne. 

4. Guy and Colbronde, an old Romance in three parts, 
is preserved in the Editor's folio MS. (p. 349.) It is 
in stanzas of six lines, the first of which may be seen 
in vol ii. p. 191> beginning thus : 

When meate aod drinke is great plentye. 

In the Edinburgh MS. (mentioned above) are two 
ancient poems on the subject of Guy of Warwick : viz. 
Num. XVIII. containing "26 leaves, and XX. 59 leaves. 
Both these have unfortunately the beginnuigs wanting, 
otherwise they would perhaps be found to be difierent 
copies of one or both the preceding articles. 

5. From the same MS. I can add another article to 
this list, viz. The Romance of Rembrun son of Sir 
Guy 5 being Num. XXI. in 9 leaves : this is properly 
a Continuation of the History of Guy : and in Art. 3, 
the Hist, of Rembrun follows that of Guy as a neces- 
sary part of it. This Edinburgh Romance of Rembrun 
begins thus : 

Jesu that erst of mig;hte most 
Fader and Sone and Holy Ghost. 

* For this and most of the following, which are mentioned as 
preserved in the Public Library, 1 rfefer the reader to the Oxon 
Catologue of MSS. 1697, vol. ii. p. 394 ; in Appendix to Bp. 
More's MSS. No. 690, 33, since given to the University of 
Cambridge. 

Before 
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Before I quit the subject of Sir Guy, I must observe, 

that if we may believe Dugdale in his Baronage, [toI. i. 

p. 243, coL 2.] the fame of our English Champion 

had in the time of Henry IV. traveUed as far as the 

East, and was no less popular among the Sarazens, 

than here in the West among the Nations of Christen- 

dom. In that reign a Lord Beauchamp travelling to 

Jerusalem, was kindly received by a noble person, 

the Soldan's Lieutenant, who hearing he was descended 

from the famous Guy of Warwick, '' whose story 

*' they had in books of their own language,** invited 

him to hb palace -, and royally feasting him, presented 

bim with three precious stones of great value; be-* 

isides divers cloaths of silk and gold given to his ser* 

vants. 

6. The Romance, of Syr Bevis is described in this 
volume. Book III. No. I. Two manuscript copies of 
this poem are extant at Cambridge ; viz. in the Public 
Library *, and in that of Caius ColL Class A. 9. (5.) — 
The first of these begins, 

Lordynp lystenyth grete and smale. 

There is also a copy of this Romance of Sir Bevis 
of Hamptoun, in the Edinburgh MS. Numb. XXII. con- 
sisting of 25 leaves, and beginning thus : 

Lordinges herkneth to mi tale. 

Is merier than the nightengale. 

* 

The printed copies begin different from both : viz. 
Lysten, Lording^s, and hold you sty]. 



• No. 690, § 31. Vid. Catalog. MSS. p. 394. 

7. Libeaux 
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7. Idbiaux (Lxbeam, or> LybiusJ DisconiuM is pre* 
served in the £ditor*8 folio MS. (pag. 317.) where the 
first stanasa ifi> 

Jesus Christ christen kinge, 

And his mother that sweete thinge, 

Helpe them at their neede. 
That will listen to my tale, 
Of a Knight I will you tell, 

A doughtye man of deede. 

An older copy is preserved in the Cotton Libraiy 
[Calig. A. 2. fol. 40.] but containing such innumerable 
variations, that it is apparently a different translation of 
some old French original, which will account for the 
title of Le Beaux Disconus, or The Fair Unknown, 
The first line is, 

Jesu Christ our Savyour. 

As for Pleindamour, or Blandamoure, no Romance 
with this title has been discovered 5 but as the word 
Blaundemere occurs in the Romance of Libius Disconius, 
in the Editor's folio MS. p. 319, he thought th^ name 
of Blandamoure (which was in all the editions of Chau- 
cer he had then seen) might have some reference to this. 
But Pleindamour, the name restored by Mr. Tyrwhitt, 
is more remote. 

8. Le Morte Arthure is am^g the Harl. MSS. 2252, 
§ 49. This is judged to be a translation ftom the 
French ; Mr. Wanlev thinks it no older than the time 
of Hen. VII. but it seems to be quoted in Syr Bevis, 
(Sign. K.^ij. b.) It begins, 

Lordinges, that are leffe and dcare. 

In 



METBICAL BOMANCES^ &C. S9 

In the Library of Bennet Coll. Cambridge, l^Jo, 351, 
is a MS. intitled in the Catalc^e Acta Arthuris M^trico 
Anglicano, but I know not its contents. 

9. In the Editor's folio MS. are many Songs and 
Romances about King Arthur and his Knights, some 
of which are very imperfect, as King Arthur and the 
king of Cornwall, (pag. 24.) in stanzas of 4 lines, be- 
ginning, 

' Come here*, my cozen Gawaine so gay. 

The Tiirke and Gawain (p. 38.), in stanzas of 6 lines, 
banning thus : 

Listen lords great and small*. 

but these are so imperfect that I do not make distinct 
articles of them. See also in this Volume, Book h 
No. I. II. IV. V. 

In the same MS. p. 203, is the Greene Knight, in 3 
Parts, relating a curious adventure of Sir Gawain, in 
stanzas of 6 Unes, beginning thus : 

List : wen Arthur he was k : 

10. The Carle of CarUsle is another romantic tale- 
about Sir Gawain, in ihe same MS. p. 448, in distichs: 

Listen : to me a lltle stond. 

In all these old poems the same set of knights are al- 
ways represented with the same manners and characters : 
which seem to have been as well known, and as distinctly 
marked among our ancestors, as Homer's Heroes were 
among the Greeks: for, as Ulysses is always repiresented 
crafty, Achilles irascible, and Ajax rough -, so Sir 

* Isi the former editions, after the above, followed mention of 
a fragment in the same MS. intitled. Sir JUonel, in distichs 
(p. 3S.) ; but this being only a thort ballad, and not relating to 
King Arthur, is here omitted. 

Gamfoif^ 
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Gawain is ever courteous and gentle, Sir Koy nigged 
and disobliging, &c. " Sir Gawain with his olde curteM" 
is mentioned by Chaucer as noted to a proverb^ in bis 
Squire's Tale. Canterb. Tales, Vol. ii. p. 104. 

11. iSyr Launfal, an excellent old Romance concern- 
ing another of King Arthur's Knights, is preserved ii^ 
the Cotton Library, Calig. A. 2. f. 33. This is a trans- 
lation from the French*, made by one Thomas Chegtre, 
who is supposed to have lived in the reign of Hen. VL 
[See Tanner's Biblioth.] It is in stanzas of 6 lines, 
and begins^ 

Be douzty Artours dawes. 

The above was afterwards altered by some Minstrel 
into the Romance of Sir Lambewell, in 3 Parts^ under 
which title it was more generally known f. This is in 
the Editor's folio MS. p. 60, beginning thus : 

Doughty in King Artbures dayes. 

12. Eger and Grime, in 6 Parts (in the Editor's MLo 
MS. p. 124.) is a well invented tale of chivalry, scarce 
inferior to any of Ariosto's. This which was inadver- 
tently omitted in the former editions of this list, is in 
distichsy and begins thus : 

It fell sometimes in the Land of Beame. 

13. Tlie Romance of Merline, in 9 Parts (preserved 
in the same folio MS. p. 145.), gives a curious account 
of the birth, parents^, and juvenile adventures of 
this £BLmous British prophet. In this poem the Saxons 
are called Sarazens -, and the thrusting the rebel angdt 

* The French original is preserved among the Harl. MSS.^ 
No. 978, ( lis, Z<o»t«a/. 

t See Lai^ham's Letter conoem. Q* Sli'* entertainment at 
Killingwortb, 1575, ISmo. p. 34. . 

out 
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oat of Heaven is attributed to ^' cure Lady.** It is in 
dittichs, and begins thus : 

He that made with his hand. 

There is an old Romance 0/ Arthout and of Merlin, 
in the Edinburgh MS. of old English Poems : I know 
not whether it has any thing in common with this last 
mentioned. It is in tike volume numbered XXIII. and 
extends through 55 leaves. The two first lines are^ 

Jesu Crist, heven king, 
Al ous graunt ^de ending. 

14. Sir Isenbras, (or as it is in the MS copies. Sir 
liumbrasj is quoted in Chaucer^s R. of Thop. v. 6. 
Among Mr. Gsurick^s old plays is a printed copy; of 
which an account has been already given in Vol. I. 
Book III. No. VIII. It is preserved in MS. in the Library 
of Caius Coll. Camb. Class A. 9. (S.) and also in the 
Cotton Library, Calig. A. 19. (f. 128.) This is ex- 
txemidy different from the printed copy^ £. g. 

clod )nit made both eipt and hevene, 

15. Emard, a very cvuious and ancient Romance^ is 
preserved in the same vol. of the Cotton library^ f. 
69. It is in stanzas of 6 lines> and begins thus : 

Jesu ))at ys kyng in trone. 

16. Chevelere assigne, or^ The Knight of the Swan^ 
preserved in the Cotton library, has been already de- 
scribed in Vol. ii. Essay on P. Plowman's Metne^ &e. 
as hath also 

17* The Sege of Jirlam, (or Jerusalem) which seems 
to hAve been written after the other, and may not im^ 

properly 
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properly be classed among the Romances. ^ as may also 
the following, which is preserved in the same vohmie : 
viz. 

18. Owaine Myles, (fol. 90.) giving an account of 
the wonders of St. Patrick's Purgatoiy. This is a 
translation into verse of the story related in Mat. Paris's 
Hist, (sub ann. 1153.)-— It is in distichs beginning 
thus: 

God |>at ys so full of myg^ht. 

In the same Manuscript are three or four other nar- 
rative poems, which might be reckoned among the 
Romances, but being rather religious Legends, I shall 
barely mention them : as, Tundale, f. 17. Trentale Sci 
Gregorii, f. 84. Jerome, f. 133. Eustache, f. 136. 

19. Octavian imperator, an ancient Romance of 
Chivalry, is in the same vol. of the Cotton Library, f. 
20. — ^Notwithstanding the name, this old poem has no- 
thing in common with the history of the Roman Em- 
perors. It is in a very peculiar kind of stanzsl, 
whereof 1, 2, 3, and 5, rhyme together, as do the 4 and 
6. It begins thus : 

Ihesu |»at was with spere yston^. 

In the public Library at Cambridge*, is a poem with 
the same title, that begins veiy differently : 

Lyttyll and mykyll, olde and yong^e. 

?0. Eglamour of Artus (or Artoys) is presen'ed in the 
same vol. with the foregoing, both in the Cotton Li- 
brary, and public Library at Cambridge. It is also in 
the Editor's folio MS. p. 295, where it is divided into 

* No. too. (30.) Vid, Oxon. Catalog, MSS. p. 394. 

6 Parts 
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6 FartB.-^A printed copy is in the Bodleian Library, 
C. 39. Art. Seld. and also among Mr. Garrick*a old 
plays> K. vol. X. It is in distichs^ and begins thus : 

Ihesu Crist of heven kyng. 

• 

21. Syr Triamore (in stanzas of 6 lines) is preserved 
in MS. in the £ditor*s volume^ p. 210> and in the 
public Library at Cambridge, (690, § 29. Vid. Cat. 
MSS. p. 394.) — ^Two printed copies are extaiit in the 
Bodleia^ Library, and among Mr. Garrick's plays, in 
the same volumes with the last article. Both the Edi- 
tor's MS. and the printed copies begin^ 

Nowe Jesu Chiyste our 'heven kynge. 

The Cambridge copy thus : 

Heven blys that all arhall wynne« 

22. Svr Degree (Degare, or Degore, which last seems 
the true title) in 5 Parts, in dfstichs, is preserved in the 
Editor's folio MS. p. 371> and in the public Library at 
Cambridge, (ubi supra.) — ^A printed copy is in the Bod. 
Library, C. 39. Art. Seld. and among Mr. Garrick^s 
plays^ K. vol. IX.— The Editor's MS. and the printed 
copies begin, ^ 

Lordinge, and you wyl holde you styl. 

The Cambridge MS. has it^ 

Lystenyth, lordyngis, gente and fre^ 

23. Ipomydon, (or Chylde IpomydonJ is preserved 
among the Harl. MSS. 2252, (44.) It is in distichs, 
and begins^ 

Mekely^ Ibrdyngis, gentylle and fre. 
VOL. III. D 1m 
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In the Library pf Lincoln Cathedral^ K k. 3. 10. Is 
an old imperfect printed copy^ wanting the whole fint 
sheet A. 

54. The Squyr of Lowe Degre, is one of those bur- 
lesqued by Chaucer in his Rhyme of Thopas *. — Mr. 
Garrick has a piinted copy of this, among his old plays, 
K. vol. IX. It begins. 

It was a squyer of lowe degre. 

That loved the king^ daug^hter of Hungre. 

25. Historye of K, Richard Cure [Ccewr] de Lyon* 
[Impr. W. de Worde, 1528, 4to.] is preserved in the 
Bodleian Library, C. 39. Art. Selden. A fragment of 
it is also remaining in the Edinburgh MS. of old Eng- 
lish Poems J Nimi. XXXVI. in 2 leaves. A large Ex- 
tract from this Romance has been given already above, 
p. 18. Richard was the peculiar patron of Chivalry, 
and fevoiurite of the old Minstrels, and Troubadours. 
See Warton*8 Observ. vol. I. p. 29 *, vol. II. p. 40. 

26. Of the following 1 have only seen No. 27> but I be- 
lieve they may all be referred to the class of Romances. 

The Knight of Courtesy and the LadyofFaguel (BodL 
Lib. C. 39. Alt. Sheld. a printed copy.) This Mr. 
Warton thinks is the Story of Coucy's Hearty related ia 
Fauchet, and in Howel's Letters. [V. I. S. 6, L. 20. 
See Wart. Obs. v. II. p. 40.] The Editor has seen a 
very beautiful old ballad on this subject in French. 

27. The four following are all preserved in the MS. 
so often referred to in the public Library at Cambridge* 

* This is alluded to by Shakespeare in his Hen. V. (Act &} 
where Fluellyn tells Pistol, he will make him a Squire of Low 
Deppee, when he means to knoek him down. 

(690. 
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(It90: Appendix to Bp. More*s MSS. in Cat. MSS. 
Tom. II. p. 394.) viz. The Lay of ErU of TkoUme. 
(No. 27.) of which the Editor hath also a copy from 
''Cod. MSS. Mus. Ashmol. Oxon." The first line of 
bothiB^ 

Jesu Chryste in Tr3myte. 

88. Roberd Kynge of Cysyll (or Sicily) shewing the 
&21 of Pride. Of this there is also a copy among the 
HarL MSS. 1703. (3.) The Cambridge MS. b^ins, 

Princb that be prowde in prese. 

99. Le bone Florence of Rome, b^inning thus : 
As ferre as men ride or gone. 

30. Dioclesian the Emperour, beginnings 

Sum tyme thet was a noble man. 

31. The two knightly brothers Awys and Amelion 
(among the Harl. MSS. 2386, § 42.) is an old Romsmce 
qf Chivalry 5 as is also, I believe, the fragment of the 
Jjody Belesant, the duke of Lombardy^s fair daughter, men- 
tioned in the same article. See the Catalog, vol. II. 

r 

32. In the Edinburgh MS. so often refierred to (pre- 
served in the Advocates Library, W. 4. 1.) might pro- 
bably be found some other articles to add to this list, as 
well as other copies of some of the pieces mentioned 
in it ; for the whole Volume contains not fewer thai! 
ifjkJLyii Poems or Romancies, some of them very long. 
£ut. as many of them have lost the beginnings, which 
have been cut out for the sake of the illuminations ; 
and as I have not had an opportunity of examining 

n 2 - the 
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the MS. myself 9 I shall be content to mention only the 
articles that follow ^ : viz. 

An old Romance about RouUmd (not I believe the fa- 
mous Paladine, but a champion named Rouland Louth; 
query) being in the Volume^ Numb, xxvii. in 5 leftves^ 
and wants the beginning, 

S3. Another Romance, that seems to be a kind of 
continuation of this last, intitled, Otuel a Knight, 
(Numb. XXVIII. in 11 leaves and a half.) The two 
first lines are> 

Herkneth both singe and old, 
That willen heren of battailes bold. 

34. The King of Tars (Numb. iv. in 5 leaves and a 
half; it is also in the Bodleian Library, MS. Veman, 
f. 304.) beginning thus : 

Herkneth to me both eld and aing. 
For Maries love that swete thing. 

35. A Tale or Romance, (Numb. i. 2 leaves), that 
wants both beginning and end. The first lines now re* 
maining are, 

Th Eri him graunted his will y-wis. that the knicbt him hadtti 
ytold. 

The Baronnis that were of miklepris. befor him thi^ weita 
y-cald. 



• Some of these I give, though mutilated and direstedof dicir 
titlesy because they may enable a curious Inquirer to compleC& 
or improve other copies. 

36. 
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^6. Another mutilated Tale or Romance (Num. iii. 
4 leaves). The first lines at present are^ 

To Mr. Steward will y ^on. and tellen him the sothe of the 
Eesejved hestow sone anon, gif zou will serve and with hir be. 

S7. A mutilated Tale or Romance (Numb. xi. in 13 
leaves). The two first lines that occur are. 

That riche Dooke his fest gan hold 

With Erls and with Baronns bold. 

I cannot conclude my account of this curious Manu- 
script, without acknowledging, that I was indebted to 
the friendship of the Rev. Dr. Blair, the ingenious^ 
Ptolfessor of Belles Lettres, in the University of Edin- 
burgh, for whatever I learned of its contents, and for 
the important additions it enabled me to make to the 
finegoing list* 

To the preceding articles, two ancient metrical Ro- 
mances in the Scottish dialect may now be added, which 
are published in Pinkerton's " Scottish Poems, re- 
printed from scarce Editions," Lond. 1792, in 3 vols. 
8vo. viz. 

38. Gawan and Gologras, a Metrical Romance; from 
an edition printed at EdinbuTgh, 1508, 8vo. beginning. 

In the tyme of Arthur, as trew meoi me tajd« 
k is in stanzas of 13 lines^ 

39. Sir Gawan and Sir Galaron of Gailowag, a Me- 
trical Romance, in the same stanzas as No. 38, from an 
ancient MS. beginning thus : 

In the tyme of Arthur an aunter* betydde 

By the Tumwathelan, as the beke tells ; 

Whan he to Carlele was comen, and conqueror kyd, &c. 

• !• e. Adventure. 

Both 
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Both these (which exhibit the union of the old Allite- 
rative Metre^ with rhime> &c. and in the termination 
of each stanza the short triplets of the Tumament of 
Tottenham,) are judged to be as old as the time of our 
King Henry VL being apparently the production of an 
old Poet, thus mentioned by Dunbar, in his- '^ Lament 
for the Deth of the Makkaris :" 

'' Clerk of Tranent eik he hes take, 

" That made the aventers of Sir Gawane." 

It will scarce be necessary to remind the Reader^ that 
Tumewathelan is evidently Teame-M^adling, celebrated 
in the old Ballad of the Marriage of Sir GawaIns. 
See p. 51, and No. XIX. Book 111. of this Volume. 

Many new references, and perhaps some additional 
ai*ticles might be added to th^ foregoing list from Mr. 
Warton's '* History of English Poetry," 3 vols. 4to. 
and from the Notes to Mr. Tyrwhitt's improved 
Edition of " Chaucer's Canterbury Tales," &c. in 5 
vols. 8vo, which have been published since this Essay, 
&c. was first composed ; but it will be sufficient once 
for all to refer the curious Reader to those popular 
Works. 

The Reader will also see many interesting particulars, 
on the subject o^ these volumes, as v/ell as on most 
points of general literature, in Sir John Hawkiks*s 
curious " History of Music," &c. in 5 volumes, 4to. 
as also in Dr. Bvbney's Hist. &c. in 4 vols. 4to. 



THE END OF THE ESSAY. 
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THE BOY AND THE MANTLE 

— — — Is printed verbatim from the old MS. described 
in the Pre&ce. The Editor believes it more ancient than 
it will appear to be at first sight -, the transciiber of that 
oaanuBcript having reduced the orthography and style in 
many instances to the standard of his own times. 

The incidents of the Mantle and the Knife have 
not, that I can recoUect^ been borrowed from any oiher 
writer. The former of these evidently suggested to 
l^penser his conceit of Florimel's Girdle^ B. iv. C. 5. 
St 3. 

That girdle gave the virtue of chaste love 
And wivehood true to all that did it beare 5 
But whosoever contrarie doth prove. 
Might not the same about her middle weare. 
But it would loose or else asimder teare. 

So it happened to the fake Florimel^ st. 16^ when 

— Being brought^ about her middle smaQ 
They thought to gird, as best it her became. 
But by no means they could it thereto frame. 
For ever as they &stned it, it loos*d 
And fell away, as feeling secret blame, &c. 

That all men wondred at the uncouth sight 
And each one thought as to their fancies came. 
But she herself did think it done for spight. 
And touched was with secret wrath and shame 
Therewith, as thing deviz'd her to defame : 
Then many other ladies likewise tride 
About their tender loynes to knit the same. 
But it would not on none of them abide. 

But when they thought it fast, eftsoones it was imtide. 

Thereat 
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Thereat all knigfats gan laugh and ladies lawte, 
Tm that at last the gentle Amoret 
Likewise assayed to prove that girdle's povnc 
And having it about her middle set 
Did find it fit withouten breach or let^ 
Whereat the rest gan greatly to envie. 
But Florimei exceedin^ydid fret, 
And snatchii^ from her hand, &c. 

As for the trial of the Horne, it is not peculiar to dtf 
Poet : It occurs in the old Romance, intitkd *' Mofte 
Arthur/* which was translated out of French in the ihB^ 
of King Edwaf d IV. and first printed anno 1484. Fnt^ 
that romance Ariosto is tliought to have borro wed lu^ 
tale of the Enchanted Cup, C. 4^, &c. See Mr. War- 
ton's Obser> ations on the Faerie Oiieen, &c. 

The story of the Horn in Morte Arthur varies a good 
deal frf>m this of our Poet, as the reader will judge firoi^ 

the following extract. " J3y the way they met witl* 

*' 2L knight diat was sent from Morgan la Faye to kin^ 
*' Arthiu", and this knight had a £Edr home all gamishec)> 
** with gold, and the home had such a virtue, that ther^ 
*' might no ladye or gentlewoman drinke of that home^ 
*' but if she were true to her husband : and if shee wer^ 
*' false she should spill all the drinke, and if shee wer^ 

true unto her lorde, shee might drink peaceably : and 

because of queene Guenever and in despite of Si^ 
♦' Launcelot du J.ake, this home was sent unto King Ar^ 

" thm*." ^This horn is intercepted and brought unto 

another king named Marke, who is not a whit mor^ 
fortunate than the British hero, for he makes " his qeen^ 
" drinke thereof and an hundred ladies moe, and there? 
" were but foure ladies of "all those that drank cleane,'* 
(Tf which number the said queen proves not to be one^ 
[Book II. chap. ^. Ed. 1632.] 

In other respects the two stories are so difierent, that 
we have just reason to suppose this Ballad was writtea 
before that romance was translated into English. 

A*^ for (Queen Guenever^ she is here repi-esented nc» 

otherwise 



if 

f€ 
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rwise than in the old Histories and Romances. Ho< 
led observes^ that ^' she was evil reported of^ as noted 
incontinence and breach of £sdth to hir husband.'* 
I. p. 93. 

It Such Readers^ as have no bblisb for purb 
lauity, will find a more modern copy of 
\ Ballad at the bnd of the volume. 

In the third day of may, ' 

To Carleile did come 
A kind cuiteous child^ 
That cold much of wisdome. 

A kirtle and a mantle 5 

This child had uppon. 
With ^ brouches' and ringes 
Full richelye bedone. 

He had a sute of silke 

About his nuddle drawne ; 10 

Without he cold of curtesye 

He thought itt much shame. 

God speed thee, king Arthur, 

Sitting at thy meate ;. 

And tiie goodly queene Gu^never, 15 

I cannott her forgett. 



Ver. 7. IrancheSf MS. 



I tell 
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I tell you> lords> in this hall ; 

I hett you all to ^ heede' $ 

Except you be the more surer 

Is you for to dread. 20 

He plucked out of his ' potcmer/ 
And longer wold not dwell. 
He pulled forth a pretty mantle^ 
Betweene two nut-shells. 

Have thou here, king Arthur -, S25 

Have thou heere of mee : 
Give itt to thy comely .queene 
Shapen as itt is alreadye. 

Itt shall never become that wiffe> 

That hath once done amisse. 30 

Then every knight in the kings court 

Began to care for ' his/ 

• 

Forth came dame Gu^never ; 

To the mantle shee her ' hied' j 

The ladye shee was newfamgle^ , 35 

But yett shee was affrayd. 

When shee had taken the mantle ; 

She stoode as shee had beene madd : 

It was from the top to the toe 

As sheeres had itt shread. 40 

Ver. 18. heate, MS. Ver. 21. poterveVf MS. 
V. 33. his wife, MS. V. 34. bided, MS. 

One 
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One while was it ' gule' j 
Another while was itt greene 5 
Another while was it wadded : 
lU itt did her beseeme. 

Another while was it blacke 45 

And bore the worst hue : 

By my troth, quoth king Arthur, 

I thinke thou be not true. 

Shee threw downe the mantle. 

That bright was of blee 5 50 

Fast with a rudd redd. 

To her chamber can shee flee. 

She curst the weaver, and the ^valker. 

That clothe that had wrought 5 

And bade a vengeance on Ills crowne, 55 

That hither hath itt brought. 

I had rather be in a wood. 

Under a greene tree j 

Then in king Arthurs court 

Shamed for to bee. 60 

Kay called forth his ladye. 

And bade her come neere ; 

Saies, Madam, and thou be guiltye, 

I pray thee hold thee there. 

> 

Ver. 41. gaule, MS. 

Forth 
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Forth came his ladye 65 

Shortlje and anon $ 
Boldlye to the mantle 
Then is shee gone. 

When she had tane the mantle^ 

And cast it her about 5 70 

Then was shee bare 

' Before all the rout/ 

Then every knight^ 

That was in the kings court. 

Talked, laughed, andshowted 75 

Full oft att that sport. 

Shee threw downe the mantle. 

That bright was of blee 3 

Fast, with a red rudd. 

To her chamber can shee flee. 80 

Forth came an old knight 
Pattering ore a creede. 
And he proferred to this litle boy 
Twenty markes to his meede j 

And all the time of the Christmasse 85 

Willinglye to ffeede 5 

For why this mantle might 

Doe his wifife some need. 



Ver. 75. laughed, MS. 



When 
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When she had tane the mantle. 

Of cloth that was made, 90 

Shee had no more left on her. 

But a tassell and a threed : 

Then every knight in the kings court 

Bade evill might shee speed. 

Shee threw downe the mantle, 95 

That bright was of blee -, 
And &st, with a redd rudd. 
To her chamber can shee flee. 

Craddocke called forth his ladye. 

And bade her come in ; 100 

Saith, Winne this mantle, ladye. 

With a litle dinne. 

Winne this mantle, ladye. 

And it shal be thine, 

Jf thou never did amisse 105 

Since thou wast mine. 

Forth came Craddockes ladye 

Shortlye and anon } 

But boldlye to the mantle 

Then is shee gone. 1 10 



When she had tane the mantle. 
And cast it her about. 



Upp. 



TR£ BOY AND TUE MAKTLt. 

Upp att her great toe 
It began to crinkle and crowt : 
Shee said^ bowe downe^ mantle. 
And shame me not for nought. 

Once I did amisse, 

I tell you certainlye. 

When I kist Craddockes mouth 

Under a greene tree ; 

When I kist Craddockes mouth 

Before he marryed mce. 

When shee had her shreeven. 
And her sines shee had tolde ; 
The mantle stoode about her 
Right as shee wold : 

Seemelye of coulour 

Glittering like gold : 

Then eveiy knight in Arthurs court 

Did her behold. 

• 

Then spake dame Quenever 
To Arthur our king ; 
She hath tane yonder mantle 
Not with right, but with wronge. 

See )'ou not yonder woman. 

That maketh her aelf soe ' ckane* ? 

Vtr. 134. writr^* MS- Ver. 136» Heart, MS. 

I 
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I have seene tane out of her bedd 
Of men fiveteene ; 

Priests, clarkes, and wedded men 

From her bedeene : 140 

Yett shee taketh the mantle, 

And maketh her self deane. 

Then spake the litle boy. 

That kept the mantle in hold -, 

Sayes, king, chasten thy wi£fe, 145 

Of her words shee is to bold : 

Shee is a bitch and a witch. 

And a whore bold : 

King, in thine owne hall 

Thou art a cuckold. 150 

The litle boy stoode 
Looking out a dore ; 
' And there as he was lookinge 
' He was ware of a wyld bore/ 

He was ware of a wvld bore, 155 

Wold have werryed a man : 

He pulld forth a wood kniffe. 

Fast thither that he ran : 

He brought in the bores head, 

And quitted him like a man. 160 



Ver. 140, ^ iane, MS. 



He 
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He brduglit in tiie bores head^ 

And was wonderous bold : 

He said there was never a cackolds kniflfe 

Carve itt that cold. 

Some rubbed their knives 16 B 

Uppon a whetstone : 

Some threw them under the table. 

And said they had none. 

• King Arthur, and the child 

Stood looking upon them -, 17^ 

All their knives edges 
Turned backe againe. 

Craddocke had a litle knive 

Of iron and of Steele ; 

He britled the bores head 17^ 

Wonderous weele j 

That every knight in the kings court 

Had a morssell. 

The litle boy had a home. 

Of red gold that ronge : 180 

He said, there was noe cuckolde 

Shall drinke of my borne > 

But he shold it sheede 

Either behind or befome. 

-^fex, 170. ehem upon, MS. Ver. 175. or birtUdy MS. 

Some 



u. 
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Some shedd on their shoulder^ 185 

And some on their knee } 

He that cold not hitt his mouthe^ 

Put it in his eye : 

And he that was a cuckold 

Every man might him see. 190 

• 

Craddocke wan the horne« 

And the bores head : 

His ladie wan the mantle 

Unto her meede. 

Everye such a lovely ladye 195 

God send her well to speed#. 



VQJU III. s Jtl. 
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II. 



THE MARRLVGE OF SIR GAWAINE. 

4 

Is chiefly taken &om the fragment of an old ballaJ 
in the Editor's MS. which he has reason to believe morer 
ancient than the time of Chaucer, and ^h^t furnished 
that bard with his Wife of Bath's Tale. The oi-iginal 
was so extremely mutilated, half of every leaf being' 
torn away, that without large supplements, &c. it wa» 
deemed improper for this collection : these it has there* 
fore received, such as they are. They are not here par- 
ticularly pointed out, because the Fragment itself will 
now be found printed at the end of this volume. 

PART THE FIRST. 

IViNG Arthur lives in merry Carleile, 

And seemely is to see 5 
And there with him queene Guenever, 

That bride soe bright of blee. 

And there with him queene Guenever, 5 

That bride so bright in bowTe : 
And all his barons about him stoode. 

That were both stifle and stowre. 

Tlie king a roxtde Christmasse kept. 

With mirth and princelye cheare ; lO 

To him repaired many a knighte. 

That came both farit^ and neare; 

And 
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And vdien they were to diimer sette , 

And cups went freely round : 
Before them came a &ire dams^lle^ 15 

And knelt upon the ground 

A boone^ a boone^ O kinge Arthtu«> 

I beg a boone of thee ; 
Avenge me of a carlish knighte> 

Who hath shent my love and mee. 90 

At Teame-Wadling* his castle stands^ 

Near to that lake so &ir. 
And proudlye rise the battlements. 

And sti-eamers deck the air. 

Noe gentle knighte^ nor ladye gacf, ^ 

May pass that castle-waUe : 
But from that foule discurteous kni^te> 

Mishappe will them be&lle. 

Hee*s twyce the size of common men^ 
Wi* thewes, and sinewes stronge, 30 

And on his backe he bears a clubbe. 
That is both thicke and longe. 



* Teame-ff^adUng is the name of a small lake near Hetketh 
in Cumberland, on the road from Penrith to Carlisle. There is 
% tradition, that an old castle once stood near the lake> the re« 
mains of which were not lon^ since visible. Team, in the 
dialect of that countiy, signifies a small lake, and is still 
^ use. 

E 2 Thii 
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This grimme barbae 'twas our liarde happ^^ 

But yester mome to see i 
When to his bowre he bare my love> 3& 

And sore misused mee. 

And when I told him, king Arthtire 

As lyttle shold him spare ; 
Goe tell, sayd hee, that cuckold kinge> 

To meete mee if he dare« 40 

Upp then sterted king Arthilre, 

And sware by hille and dale. 
He ne*er wolde quitt that grimme bar6ne. 

Till he had made him quail. 

Goe fetch my sword Excalibar : 45f 

Goe saddle mee my steede ; 
Nowe, by my £aye, that grimme bar&ne 

Shell rue this ruthfulle deede. 

And when he came to Teame Wadlinge 
Benethe the castle walle : 60 

*' Come forth j come forth ; tho« proude barbne. 
Or yielde thyself my thralle." 

On magicke grounde that castle stoode. 

And fenced with many a spelle : 
Noe valiant knighte could tread thereon, 55 

But straite his courage felle. 

Forth 
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Forth then rosh'd that carlish knight, 

King Arthur fe^te the charme : 
His sturdy sinewes lost their strengthen 

Downe sunke his feeble arme. 60 

Nowe yield thee, yield thee^ kinge Arthitre, 

Now yield thee, luito mee : 
Or fighte with mee> or lose thy lande, 

Noe better termes maye bee> 

Unlesse thou sweaie upon the rood, 6S 

And promise on thy &.ye. 
Here to retume to Teame-Wadling^ 

Upon the new-yeare*s daye : 

And bringe me worde what thing it is 
All women moste desyre : 70 

This is thy ransome, Arthur^ he sayes^ 
lie have noe other hyre. 

King Arthur then heide up his hande^ 

And sware upon his &ye» 
Then tooke his leave of the grimme barone> 75 

And &ste hee rode aviraye. 

And he rode east» and he rode west, 

And did of all inquyre^ 
What thing it is all women crave> 

And wh^t they most desyre. 80 

Some 
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Some told him riches^ pompe, or state j 

Some rayment fine and brighte ; 
Some told him mirthe ; some fiatteiye , 

And some a jollje knighte. 

In letters all king Arthur wrote^ 85 

And sealed them with his ringe : 
But still his luinde was helde in doubte, 

Each tolde a different thinge. 

As ruthfulle he rode over a more, 

He saw a ladye sette 90 

Betweene an oke^ and a greene hon€yej 

All clad in red^ scarlette. 

|ler nose was crookt and tumd outw^urde. 

Her chin stoode all awiye -, 
And where as sholde have been her mouthe, ^5 

Lo ! there was set her eye : 

Her haires> like serpents^ clung aboute 

Her cheekes of deadlye hewe : 
A worse-formed ladye than she was^ 

No man mote ever viewe. JOp 

To hail the king in seemelye sorte 

This ladye was f ulle faine : 
But king Arthtlre all sore amaz^d^ 

•No aunswere made againe. 

* This was a common phrase in our old writers ; so Chaucer, 
}n his Prologue to the Cant. Tales, says of the wife of Bath : 
Her kosen wert of fyne scarlet red* 

What 
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What wight art thou> the ladye saydl^ 105 

That wilt not speake to mee > 
Sir, I may chanee to ease thy pfiinej 

Though I bee foule to see. 

If thou wilt ease my paine, he sayd« 

And helpe me in my neede y 110 

Ask what thou wilt^ thou grimme lady^. 

And it shall bee thy meede. 

O sweare mee this upon the roode. 

And promise on thy £aiye ^ 
And here the secrette I will tclle>. 115 

That shall thy ransome paye. 

« 
King Arthur promised on his faye. 

And sware upon the roode 5 
llie secrette then the ladye told. 

As lightlye well shee cou^de. 120 

Now this shall be my paye, sir king. 

And this my guerdon bee. 
That some yong &ir and courtlye knight, ^ 

Thou bringe to marrye mee. 

Fast then pricked king Arthtlre 125 

Ore hille, and dale, and downe : 
And soone he founde the barone*s bowre : 

And soone the grimme barotme. 



He 
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He bare hiB chibbe upon his backe^ 
Hee stoode bothe sdlfe and stronge } 

Andy when he had the letters reade> 
Awaye the lettres flunge. 

Nowe yielde thee, Arthur, and thy lands. 

All forfeit unto mee 3 
For this is not thy paye, sir king. 

Nor may thy ransome bee. 

Yet hold thy hand, thou proud bariyae, 

I praye thee hold thy hand ; 
And give mee leave to speake once move 

In reskewe of my land* 

This mome, as I came over a jaare^ 

I saw a ladye sette 
Betwene an oke, and a greene holl^ye. 

All dad in red scarlfette. 

Shee sayes, all women will have their wilk, 

Thb b their chief desyre; 
Now yield, as thou art a barone true. 

That I have payd mine hyre. 

An earlye vengeaunce light on her ! 

The carlish baron swore : 
Shee was my sister tolde thee this> 

And shee'S a mishapen whore. 
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But here I will make mine avowe, 

' To do tier as ill a tume : 
For an ever I may that fbule theefe gette, 155 
In a fyre I will her bmne. 



PABT THE SECONDS. 

HoMEWARDB pricked king Arthtme^ 

And a wearye Inan was hee ; 
And soone he mette queene Guenever, 

That bride so bright of bleel 

What newes ! what newes ! thou noble king> 5 

Howe, Arthur, hast thou sped ? 
Where hast thou hung the earlish knighte ? 

And where bestow*d his head ? 

The cadish knight is safe for mee. 

And free fro mortal harme : 10 

On ma^cke grounde his castle stands. 

And fenc'd with manv a charme. 

To bowe to him I was fulle faine^ 

And yielde mee to his hand: 
And but for a lothly ladye, there 15 

I sholde hare lost my land. 



And 
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And nowe this fills mj hearte with woe. 

And sorrowe of my life ; 
I swore a yonge and courtlye knight, 

Sholde marry her to his wife. 90 

Then bespake him sir Gawkine, 

That was ever a gentle knighte : 
That lothly ladye I will wed 5 

Therefore be merrye and lighte. 

Nowe naye, nowe naye, good sir Gawkine i S5 

My sister's sonne yee bee -, 
This lothlye ladye*s all too grimme^ 

And all too foule for yee« 

Her nose is crookt and turned 6utwkrde ; * 
Her chin stands all awrye $ SO 

A worse fbrm'd ladye than shee is 
Was never seen with eye. 

What tliough her chin stand all awrye^ 

And shee be foule to see : 
1*11 marry her, unkle, for thy sake, 35 

And m thy ransome bee. 

Nowe thankes, nowe thankcs, good sir Gawi^e j 

And a blessing thee betyde ! 
To-morrow wee'U have knights and squires. 

And wee'll goe fetch thy bride. 40 



And 
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And wee*ll have hawkes and wee*ll have houndes^ 

To cover our intent j 
And wee'U away to the greene for^t. 

As wee a huntmg went. 

Sh: Lancelot^ sir Stephen bolde, 45 

They rode with them that daye ; 
And foremoste of the companye 

There rode the stewarde Kaye : 

Soe did sir Banier and six* Bore^ 

And eke Sir Gari-atte keene j 50 

Sir Tristram too, that gentle knight. 

To the forest freahe and greene. 

And when they came to the greene forr^t, 

Beneathe a feire bolley tree 
There sate that ladye in red scarlbtte 55 

That unseemelye was to see. 

Sir Kay beheld that lady's face. 

And looked upon her sweere 5 
Whoever kisses that ladye, he sayes. 

Of his kisse he stands in feare. 60 

Sir Kay beheld that ladye againe. 

And looked upon her snout ; 
Whoever kisses inat ladye, he sayes. 

Of his kisse he stands in doubt. 

Peace, 
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Peace> brother Kay> sayde sir GaTv^dne^ 65 

And amend thee of thy life : ' 
For there is a knight amongst us allj 

Must marry her to his wife. 

What marry this foule queane> quoth Kay> 
I' the devil's name anane } 70 

Gett mee a wife wherever I maye> 
In sooth shee shall be none. 

Then some tooke up their hawkes in haste^ 

And some took up their houndes ; 
And sayd they woMe not marry her, 7S 

For cities^ nor for townes. 

Then bespake him king Arthtire^ 

And sware there by this daye ; 
For a little foule sighte and misliklnge^ 

Yee shall not say her naye. 80 

Peace, lordings^ peace; sir Gawaine sayd ; 

Nor make debate and strife -, 
This lothlye ladye I will take. 

And marry her to my wife. 

Nowe thankes, nowe thankes, good sir Gawaine, 65 

And a blessinge be thy meede ! 
For as I am thine owne lady^. 

Thou never shalt rue this deede« 
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Then up thqr took that lothly clame> 

And home anone they biinge : 90 

And there sir Gawaine he her wed. 

And married her witibi a ringe^ 

And when they were in wed-bed had. 

And all were done awaye : 
** Come tume to mee^ mine owne wed-lord, 95 

Come tume to mee I praye.*' 

Sir Gawaine scant could lift lus head> 

For sorrowe and for care ; 
When« lo ! instead of that lothelye dame, 

Hee sawe a young ladye fidre. 100 

Sweet blushes stayn'd her md-red cheeke^ 

Her eyen were blacke as sloe : 
The ripening cherrye«wellde her lippe. 

And all her necke was snowe. 

Sir Gawaine kiss*d that lady Mre, 106 

Lying upon the sheete : 
And swore, as he was a true knighte. 

The spice was never soe sweete. 

Sir Gawaine kiss'd that lady brighte, 

Lying there by his side : 1 10 

'* The &irest flower is not soe faire : 

Thou nerer can*st bee my bride/* 

I am 



/ 
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I am thy bride, mine owne deare lorde. 
The same whiche thou didst knowe. 

That was soe lothlye, and was wont 115 

Upon the wild more to goe. 

Nowe, gentle Gawaine, chuse, quoth 8hee> 

And make thy choice with care 5 
Whether by night, or else by daye. 

Shall I be foule or fedre ? 120 

** To have thee foule still in the night, 

When I with thee should playe ! 
I had rather &rre, my lady deare. 

To have thee foule by daye.'* 

What when gaye ladyes goe with their lordes 1^5 

To drinke the ale and wine j 
Alas ! then I must hide myself, 

I must not goe with mine } 

" My faire lady^, sir Gawaine sayd, 

I yield me to thy skille 3 130 

Because thou art mine owne lady^ 

Thou shalt have all thy wiUe." 

Nowe blessed be thou, sweete Gawkinei 

And the dave that I thee see : 
For as thou seest mee at this timci 136 

Soe shall I ever bee* 



My 
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My &ther was an aged knighte. 

And yet it chanced soe« 
He tooke to wife a &lse ladyb, 

Whicbe broughte me tu this woe. 140 

Shee wi(ch*d mee, bdng a &ire yonge maide. 

In the greene fbr^t to dwelle 5 
And there to abide in lothlye shape^ 

Most like a fiend of helle. 

Midst mores and mosses 3 woods^ and wilds ) 145 

To lead a lonesome life : 
HU some yong faire and courtlye knigbte 

Wolde marrye me to his wife : 

Nor fiiUy to gaine mine owne trewe shape^ 
Such was her devilish skille 3 . 150 

Until he wolde yielde to be rul*d by mee. 
And let mee have aU my wille. 

She witchd my brother to a carlish boore. 

And made him stiffe and stronge ^ 
And built him a bowre on magicke grounde^ 155 

To live by rapine and wronge. 

But now the speUe is broken throughe^ 

And wronge is turnde to lighte 3 
Henceforth I shall bee a &ire lady^. 

And hee be a gentle knighte. 160 



*♦* 
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III. 

KING RYENCE'S CHALLENGE. 

This song is more modem than many of those which 
follow Hi but is placed here for the sake of the subject. 
It was sung before queen Elizabeth at the grand 
entertainment at Kenelworth castle in 1575> and was 
probably composed for that occasion. In a letter de- 
scribing those festivities it is thus mentioned: ''A Min- 
'^ stral came forth with a sollem song> warranted for 
'' story out of K. Arthur^s acts, whereof I gat a copy> 
'^ and is this : 

'' So it fell out on a Pentecost, &c.** 
After the song the narrative proceeds: ''At this the 
'' Minstrell made a pause and a curtezy fbr Primus 
" Passus. More of the song is thear, but I gatt it not." 
The story in Moite Arthur, whence it is taken^ runs 
as follows: ''Came a messenger hastely from king 
" Ryence of North Wales, — saying, that king Ryence 
" had discomfited and overcomen eleaven kmgs, and 
everiche of them did him homage, and that was 
this : they gave him their beards cleane flayne o£^ — 
wherefore the messenger came for king Arthur*8 
beard, for king Ryence had purfeled a maiitell with 
kings beards, and there lacked for one a place of the 
mantell, wherefore he sent for his beard, or else he 
would enter into his lands, and brenn and slay, and 
never leave till he have ihy head and thy beard. Well, 
said king Arthur, thou hast said thy message, which 
*' is the most villainous and lewdest message that ever 
" man heard sent to a king. Also thou maye&t see pay 
" beard is full young yet for to make a purfell of, but 
" tell thou the king that ^- or it be long he shall do to 
" me homage on both his knees, or else he shall leese^ 
" his head/' [B. I. c. 24. See aJbo the same Romance/. 
B, I, c. 92.] 
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The thought seems to be originally taken from Jeff. 
Monmouth's Hist B. X. c.>3. which is alluded to by 
Drayton in his Poly-Olb. Song 4. and by Spenser in 
Faer. Qu. 6. 1. 13. 15. See the Observations on Spenser, 
vol. II. p. ^^. 

The following text is composed of the best readings 
selected from three different copies. The first in Ender- 
bie*s Cambria Triumphans, p. 197. The second in the 
Letter' abdvementioned. And the third inserted in MS. 
in a copy of Morte Arthur, 1632, in the Bodl. Library. 

Stow tells us, that king Arthur kept his round table 
at ^' diverse places, but especially at Carlion, Winches- 
^' ter, and Camalet in Somersetshire." This Camalet, 
*' sometimes a &,mous towne or castle, is situate on a 
<^ very high tor or hill, &c." [See an exact description 
in Stow's Annals, Ed. 1631, p. 55.] 

xVs it fisU out on a Pentecost day. 

King Arthur at Camdot kept his court royall. 

With his &ire queene dame Guenever the gay; 
And many bold barons sitting in hall ; 
With ladies attired in purple and pall -, 

And heraults in hewked, hooting on high, 

Cryed, Largesse, Largesse, Chevaliers tres-hardie*, 

A doughty dwarfe to the uppermost deas 
Right pertlye gan pricke, kneeling on knee; 

With Steven ^lille stoute amids all the preaa, 
Sayd, Nawe sir king Arthur, God save thee, and see ! 
Sir Ryence of North-gales greeteth well thee, 

* hargesse. Largesse. The heralds resounded these words as 

oft as they received of the bounty of the knights. See ** Me- 

V^ahoiges^'UlCbemkrier' torn. I. p. 99.— The expression is still 

used in the form of installing' knights of the gart«r» 

>,.V0L. III. F *And 
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And bids tbee thy beard anon to him send. 
Or else firom thy jawS he will it offrend* 

For his robe of state is a rich scarlet mantk. 
With eleven kings beards bordered* about^ 

And there is room lefte yet in a kantle. 

For thine to stande, to make the twelfth out ; 
This must be done^ be thou nerer so stout ; 

This must be done> I tell thee no &ble> 

Maugre the teethe of all thy round table. 

When this mortal message from his mouthe past. 
Great was the noyse bothe in hall and in bower: 

The king f um*d 3 the queene scrcecht > ladies were aghast ; 
Princes pufifd ; barons blustred; lords began lowers 
Knights stormed 3 squires startled, like steeds in a 
stower J 

Pages and yeomen yeU'd out in the haD^ 

Then in came sir Kay> the 'king's' seneschal. 

Silence, my soveraignes, quoth this courteous knight^ 
And in that stound the stowi^ began still : 

* Then* the dwarfe*s dinner full deerely was dight ; 
Of wine and wassel he had his wille : 1 

And, when he had eaten and drunken his fill. 

An hundred pieces of fine coyned gold 

Were given thie dwarf for his message bold. 

* i. e. set round the border, as furs are now round the gowns 
of Mafpstrates. 

But 
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But Bay to sir Ryence, thou dwarf, quoth the king^ 
That for his bold message I do him defye j 

And shortlye with basins and pans will him ring 
Out of North-gales 5 where he and 1 
With swords, and not razors, quickly shall tiye. 

Whether he, or king Arthur will prove the best barbor^ 

And therewith he shook his good sword tiscalkbor. 



*^* Strada, in his Prolusions^ has ridiculed the story 
of &e Giant's Mantle^ made of the Beards of Kings. 



N 
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iSg KING ARTHUR'S I>BATH. 

IV. 
KING ARTHUR'S DEATH. 

A FRAGBIENT. 

The. subject of this ballad is evidently taken from 
old romance Morte Arthur, but with some variati 
especially in the concluding stanzas ; in which the 
thor seems rather to follow the traditions of the 
Welsh Bards^ who '* believed that King; Arthur was 
** dead, but conveied awaie by the Fairies into e 
'^ pleasant place, where he should remaine for a t 
** and then returne againe and reign in as gi-eat au 
'* rity as ever." Holinshed, B. 5. c. 14. 5 or, as 
expressed in an old Clironicle printed at Antwerp 1 
by Ger. de Leew, *'The Bretons supposen, that he 
*' Arthur] — shall come yet and conquere all Bretai 
for certes this is the prophicye of Merlyn : He s 
that his deth shall be doubteous -, and sayd soth 
men thereof yet have doubte, and shullen for 
more, — for men wyt not whether that he lyveth 
'' dede." See more ancient testimonies in Sek 
Notes on Polyolbion, Song 3. 

This fi*agment, being very incorrect and imperfe 
the original MS. hath received some conjectural er 
dations^ and even a supplement of 3 or 4 stanzas < 
posed from the romance of Morte Arthur. 

****** 

^ On Trinitye Mondaye in the mome. 

This sore battayle was doom'd to bee ; 
^Tiere manye a knighte cry'd, Well-awayc ! 
Alacke^ it was the more pittle. 



€< 
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Ere the first crowinge of the cocke, 5 

When as the kinge in his bed laye. 
He thoughte sir Gawaine to him came *, 

And there to him these wordes did saye. 

Nowe^ as you are mine unkle deare. 

And as you prize your life, this daye 10 

O meet not with your foe in fighte -, 

Putt off the battayle, if yee maye. 

For sir Launcelot is nowe in Fraunce, 
And with him many an hardye knighte : 

Who will within this moneth be backe, 15 

And will assiste yee in the fighte. 

The kinge then call*d hi§ nobles all. 

Before the breakinge of the daye 5 
And tolde them howe sir Gawaine came^ 

And there to him these wordes did saye. 20 

His nobles all this counsayle gave, 

That earlye in the morning, hee 
Shold send awaye an herauld at armes, ^ 

To aske a parley faire and free. 

Then twelve good knightes king Arthure chose, 26 
The best of all that with him were : 

To parley with the foe in field. 

And make with him agreement faire. 

* Sir Gawaine had been killed at Arthur's landing on his re- 
turn from abroad. See the next Ballad, ver. 73. 

The 
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The king he charged all his hoste. 

In readinesse there for to bee : 30 

But noe man sholde noe weapon stture, 

Unlesse a sword drawne they shold see. 

And Mordred on the other parte. 
Twelve of his knights did likewise bringe ; 

The beste of all his companye, 3Si 

To hold the parley with the kinge. 

Sir Mordred alsoe charged his hoste. 
In readinesse there for to bee j 
4. ^ut noe man sholde noe weapon sturre. 

But if a sworde drawne they shold see. 40 

For he durste not his iinkl^ truste, 
Nor he his nephewe, sothe to tell : 

Alacke ! it was a woefiille case. 
As ere in Christentye beffelle. 

But when they were together mette, 45 

And both to faire accordance broughte; 

And a month's league betweene them sette, ^ 
Before the battayle sholde be foughte ; 

An addere crept forth of a bushe, 

Stunge one o* th * king's knightes on the knee : 5Q 
Alacke ! it was a woefiille chance. 

As ever was in Christentle. 

Yer. 41, 42. the folio MS. reads faJthfit ..... 9mM, 

When 
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When the knighte found him wounded sore« 
And sawe the wild-worme hanginge there 5 

His sworde he from his scahberde drewe: 55 

A piteous case, as ye shall heare. 

For when the two hostes sawe the sworde. 

They joyned battayle instantlye j 
Till of soe manye noble knightes. 

On one side there were left but three. 60 

For all were slain that durst abi4e. 
And but some fewe that fled awaye : 

Ay mee ! it was a bloodye fielde, ♦ 

As ere was foughte on summer's daye. >, 

Upon king Arthmr's own party^, 65 

Onlye himselfe escaped there. 
And Luk3m duke of Gloster free. 

And the king's butler Bedevlere. 

And when the king beheld his knightes. 

All dead and scattered on the molde ^ 70 

The teares £ast trickled downe his face 5 
That manlye &ce in fight so bolde. 

Nowe reste yee all, brave knights, he said, 

Soe true and faithful to your trust : 
And must yee then, ye valiant hearts, 75 

Be lefte to moulder into dust! 

Most 
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Most loyal have yee been to mee> 
Most true and £uthful unto deathe : 

And^ oh ! to rayse yee up againe. 
How £i^*eelye could I yield my breathe ! 8a 

But see the traitor *8 yet alive> 

Lo where hee stalkes among the deade ! 

Nowe bitterlye he shall abye : 
And vengeance &J1 upon his head. 

O staye, my liege> then sayd the duke j 85 

staye for love and charitie j 

* Remember what the vision spake> 
Nor jrneete your foe, if it may bee. 

O, staye mee not, thou worthye wight» 

This debt my loyal knights I owe ; 90 

Betide me life, betide me death, 

1 will avenge them of their foe. 

Then straite he grasped his trustye speare. 
And on his horse then mounted hee : 

As his butler holpe him to his horse^ 95 

His bowels gushed to his knee. 

Alas ! then sayd the noble king. 
That I should live this sight to see ! 

To see this good knight here be slaine. 
All for his love in helping mee ! . . . , 100 

lie 
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V 

He put hifi speare into his reste^ 
And to Bir Mordbred loud gan crTe; 

Nowe sette thyself upon thy guarde^ 
For> traitor, nowe thy death is nye. 

Sir Mordred lifted up his sworde, 105 

And fierce to meet the king ran hee : 

The king his speare he through him thrust ; 
A fathom thorow his bodle. 

When Mordered felt the stroke of death, 

Anid found that he was wounded soej 110 

He thruste himselfe upon the speare. 
And strucke the king a deadlye blowe. 

Then grimmlye dyed sir Mordered, 

Preeentlye upon that tree : 
And bloody streames ranne from the kinge 115 

Ere to the duke returned hee. 

Sir Lukyn then he thus bespake, 

Sir knighte, thou hast beene fiiithfdlle tryde, 
Nowe take my sword JBkcalibar *, 

That hangs so freelye by my ^yde : ^ 120 

O take my sword Excalibar, 

And there into the river throwe : 
For here, henceforth, benethe this tree, 

All use of weapons I foregoe. 

* More commonly called CaMhum, in the foUo MS. Escalherd, 

And 
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And fare thee well, tbou trustye sword, 135 

A better neer iSkd valiant knighte. 
With thee full ofte, and manye a daye. 

Have I withstood my foe in fighte. 

With this good fauchion in my hande. 

Oft have I reapd the bloody feelde : 130 

But nowe the fiaitalle houre is come. 
That never more I may thee wedde. 

The duke to the river side he went. 

And there his owne sword' in threwe he : 

But he kept back Excalibar, 135 

He kept it back in privitie. 

For all of coleyne was the blade ; 

And all the hilte of precious stone : 
And ever alacke ! then sayd the knighte^ 

Must such a sword awaye be throwne ? 140 

Then backe he came unto the kinge. 
Who sayd. Sir Lukyn, what did yee see ? 

Nothing, my liege, save that the winde 
Blewe oer the waters &ire and free. 

O goe againe, then said the kinge, 145 

O good sir Lukyn, goe againe : 
Into the rivere throwe my sword, 

^or keepe me lingering here in paine. 

Thp 
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The duke then to the river went. 

And the kings scabberd in threwe bee i 150 
But hee kept backe Excalibar, 

And hid it undemethe a tree. 

Then backe he came to tell the kinge. 
Who sayde. Sir Lukyn, sawe ye ougfate ? 

Nothinge, my liege, save that the winde 155 

Nowe with the angrye waters fought. 

Luk}TGi, Lukyn, said the kiiage, ■ 
Twice haste thou dealt deceytfullye : 

Alacke, whom may wee ever truste. 
When suche a knighte soe felse can bee? 160 

Saye, wouldst tliou have thy ipaster dead; 

All for a sword, that wins thine eye : 
Nowe goe againe, and throwe it in^^ 

Or here the one of us shall dye. 

The duke, all shent with this rebuke, 165 

No aunswere made imto the kinge : 

But to the rivere tooke the sworde, 
Apd threwe it &.r as he coulde flinge. 

A hande and an arme did meete the sworde. 
And fiourishd three times in the air ^ 170 

Then sunke benethe the renninge streme. 
And of the duke was seene noe mair. 

All 
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All sore astonied stood the duke ; 

He stood as still, as still mote bee : 
Then hastend hacke to telle the kinge ; 175 

But he was gone from under the tree. 

But to what place he cold not tell. 

For never after hee did him spye : 
But hee sawe a barge goe from the land, 

And hee heard ladyes howle and ciye *, ISO 

And whether the kinge were there, or not^ 

Hee never knewe, nor ever colde : 
For from that sad and direfiille daye^ 

Hee never more was seene on molde. 



*** 



Ver. 178. see MS. 

* Not unlike that passage in Virgil : 

Summoque ulularunt vertice nymphm. 
Ladies was the word oiu: old Enghsh writers used 
fbr Nymphs : As in the following lines of an old song 
in the Editor's folio MS. 

When scorching Phoebus he did mount. 
Then Lady Venus went to hunt : 
'* To whom Diana did resort, 
" With all the Ladyes of hills, and valleys, 
'* Of springs, and floodes, &c." 
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V. 



THE LEGEND OF KING ARTHUR. 



We have here a short summaiy of K. Arthur's^ History 
as given by JefF. of Monmouth and the old Chronicles, 
with the addition of a few circumstances from the ro- 
mance Morte Arthur. — The ancient chronicle iA GJer. 
de Lecw (quoted above in p. 68) seems to have been 
chiefly followed : upon the authority of which we have 
restored some of the names which were corrupted in 
the MS. and have transposed one stanza, which ap- 
peared to be misplateed, [viz. that beginning at v. 49, 
which in the MS. followed v. 36.] 

Printed from the Editor's ancient folio Manuscript. 



vJf Brutus* blood, in Brittaine borne. 

King Arthiu: I am to name 5 
Through Christendome, and Heathynesse, 

Well knowne is my worthy fame. 

In Jesus Christ I doe beleeve 3 5 

I am a christyan bore : 
The Father, Sone, and Holy Gost 

One God^ I doe adore. 



* Ver. 1. Bmite his. MS. 



In 



rS TH£ LE6EVD Ot" 

In the four hundred ninetieth yeere> 
Over BriUaine I did rayne^ 10 

After my savior Chi ist his byrth : 
What time I did maintaine 

The feBowshipp of the table rounds 

Soe famous in those dayes -, 
Whereatt a hundred noble knights^ 1^ 

And thirty sat alwayes : 

Who for their deeds and martiall feates. 

As bookes done yett record^ 
Amongst all other nations 

Wer feared throwgh the world. 

And in the castle oflF Tyntagill 

King Uther mee begate 
Of Agyana a bewtyous ladye, 

And come of ' hie* estate. 

And when I was fifteen yeere old. 

Then was I crowned lunge : 
All Brittaine that was att an upr5re> 

I did to quiett bringe. 

And drove the Saxons from the realpie^ 
Who had opprest this land ^ 

Ver. 9* He bepan his rei^ AD. 5 1 5, according to the Cbfooid^ ^* 

Ver. 23. She is nameil J^itma in the old Chnmicles* 

Ver.!24. At«>MS. _ 
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All Scotland thea thrtiughe manly feats 
I conquered with my hand. 

Ireland, Denmarke> Norway, 

These countryes wan I /all -, 
Iseland, Gotheland, and Swethland^ 35 

And made their kings my thralL 

1 conquered all Gallysi, 

That now is called France 5 
And slew the hardye Froll in feild 

My honor to advance. _ * 40 

And the ugly gyant Dynabus 

Soe terrible to vewe, 
That in Saint Bamards mount did lye. 

By force of armes I slew : 

And Lucyus the emperour of Rome 45 

I brought to deadly wracke 5 
And a thousand more of noble knightes 

For feare did turne their backe : 

live kinges of 'pa3rmms' I did kill 

Amidst that bloody strife 5 >^ 50 

Besides the Grecian emperour 
^ Who aboe lost his Ufife. 

I 

Ver. 39. FroVamd fields MS. Froll^ according to the Chronic 
e«, was a Roman knight goY«mor of GauL 
Vcr. 41. J>9mbw, MS. Ver. 49. <f Patye, MS. 

Whose 
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Whose carcasse I did send to Rofloe 

Cladd poorlye on a beere; 
And afterward I past Mount-Joye 5S 

The next approaching yeere. 

Then I came t6 Rome, where I was mett 

Right as a conqnerour. 
And by all the cardinalls solempnelye 

I was crowned an emperour. SO 

One winter there I made abode : 
^ Then word to mee was brought 

Howe Mordred had oppressd the crowne : 
What treason he had "nroiight 

Att home in Brittaine with my queene ; 65 

Therfore I came with speede 
To Brittaine backe^ with all my pow^, 

To quitt that traiterous deede : 

And soone at Sandwiche I arrivde. 

Where Mordred me withstoode : 70 

But yett at last I landed there. 

With effusion of much blood. ^ . 

> 

For there my nephew sir Gawaine dyed. 

Being wounded in that sore, 
The whiche sir Lancelot in fight 75 

Had given him |>efore. 

"' - Thence 
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Thence chased I Mordered away^ 

Who fledd to London right. 
From London to Winchester, and 

To Comewalle tooke his flyght. 80 

And still I him pursued with speed 

Till at the last wee mett : 
Wherby an appointed day of fight 

Was there agreed and sett. 

Where we did fight, of mortal life jB$ 

£che other to depive, 
1111 of a hundred thousand men 

Scarce one was left alive. 

There all the noble chivalrye 

Of Brittaine tooke their end. 90 

O see how fickle is their state 

That doe on feates depend I 

There all the traiterous men were slaine, * 

Not one escapte away > 
And there dyed all my vallyant knightes. 95 

Alas ! that woefull day ! 

Two and twenty yeere I ware the crowne 

In honor and great hme ^ 
And thus by death was suddenlye 

Deprived of the same. 100 

Ver. 9% perhaps /atef, 
VOL. Ill, o VI. 
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A DYTTIE TO HEY DOWNE. 

Copied from an old MS. in the Cotton Library^ [Vi 
A. 25.] intitled, " Divers things of Hen. viy's time.*' 

W HO sekes to tame the blustering winde^ 
Or causse the floods bend to his v^ll, 

« 

Or els against dame nature's kinde 

To ' change' things frame by cunning skyB : 
That man I thinke bestoweth paine, 
Thoughe that his laboure be in vaine. 

Who strives to breake the sturdye Steele, 
Or goeth about to staye the sunne j 

Who thinks to causse an oke to reele. 

Which never can by force be done : 1 

That man likewise bestoweth paine, 

Thoughe that his iaboin-e be in vaine. 

Who thinks to stryve against the streame. 
And for to sayle without a maste ; 

IJnlesse he thinks perhapps to &ine^ 1 

His travell ys forelorne and waste 5 

And so in cure of all his paine, 

His travell ys his cheflfest gaine, 

Ver. 4* causBe^ MS. 



So he lykewise> that goes about 

To please eche eye and every eare, 90 

Had nede to have withouten doubt 

A golden gyft with hym to beare j 
For evyll report shall be his gaine^ 
Though he bestowe both toyle and paine. 

God grant eche man one to amend 5 S5 

God send us all a happy place i 
And let us pray unto the end> 

That we may have our princes grace : 
Amen^ amen ! so shall we gaine 
A dewe reward for all our paine^ 30 



«i vn. 
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VII. 

GLASGERION. 

An ingenious Friend thinks that the fi^Uowing .old 
Ditty (w&ch is printed from the Editor's folio MS.) may 
possibly have given birth to ithe Tragedy of th^ jQ^^^han, 
in which Polidore intercept^ Monimia^ intended favours 
to Castalio. 

See what is said concerning the hero of this song, 
(who is celebr^tted by CHAycEn pnder the name of 
Glaskyrion) in the Essay prefixed to VqI. J. Note H. 
Pt.IV. (2.) 

vTlasgerion was a kings owne sonnCj 

And a harper he was goode : 
He harped in the kinges chambere. 

Where cuppe and caudle stoode. 

And soe did hee in the queens chamber, S 

Till ladies waxed ' glad.* 
And then bespake the kinges daughter j 

And these wordes thus shee sayd. 

Strike on, strike on, Glasg^rion, 

Of thy striking doe not blinne : 1^ 

Theres never a stroke comes oer thy harpe. 

But it glads my hart withinne. 

Ver. 6. wood, MS. 

Fair« 



Faire might he £aU> hAye, (jfdioth he6. 

Who tau§:ht you noWe to speake ! 
I have loved you, ladye, seVen longe yeeire 15 

My minde I neere durst breake. 

But come to my boveer, my Glasgeri6n, 

When all men are att rest : 
As I am a ladie true of my promise^ 

Thpu shalt bee a welcome guest. 90 

Home then came Glasg^rion, 

A glad man, lord ! was hee. 
And, come thou hither, Jacke my boy 3 

Come hither unto mee. 

For the kinges daughter of Normandye 25 

Hath granted mee my boohe : 
And att her chambere must J bee 

Beffore the cocke have crpwen. 

O master, master, then quoth hee. 

Lay your head downe on tins stone : 30 

For I will waken you, master deere, 

Afore it be time to gone. 

But up then rose that lither ladd. 

And hose and shoone did on : 
A coller he cast upon his neeke, 35 

Hee seemed a gentleman. 



Ver. 16. harte, MS. 



And 
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And when he came to the ladies chamber. 

He thrikl upon a pinn*. 
The lady was true df her promise^ 

Rose up and ktt him in. 40 

He did not take the lady gaye 

To boulster nor to bed : 
' Nor thoughe hee had his wicked wille, 

* A single word he sed.* 

He did not kisse that ladyes mouthe^i 4Si 

Nor when he came, nor youd : 
And sore mistrusted that ladye gay, 

He was of some churb bloud. 

But home then came that lither ladd^ 

And did ofif his hose and shoone -, 5Q 

And cast the coller from off his necke : 
He was but a churls sonne. 

Awake^ awake^ my deere master^ 

The cock hath well-nigh crowen. 
Awake^ awake^ my master deere, $5 

I hold it time to be gone. 



* This if elsewhere expressed ^ twirled the pin' or^ < Hrled at 
the fin* [See B. II. S. VI. v. 3.] and seems to refer to the turn* 
ing round the button on the outside of a door, by which tb^ 
lauh rifes, still used in cottag^es. 



For 
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For I have saddled your horsse^ mast^r^ 

Well bridled I have youi* steede : 
And I have served you a good break&st : 

For thereof ye have need. 60 

Up then rose, good Glasgeribn, 

And did on hose and shoone ; 
And cast a coller about his necke : 

For he was a kinge his sonne. 

And when he came to the ladyes chamber^ 66 

He thr*»ld upon the pinne : 
The ladye was more than true of promise. 

And rose and let him inn. 

Saies/ whether have you left with me 

Your bracelett or your glove ? 70 

Or are you returned backe againe 

To know more of my love ? 

Glasg^rion swore a full great othe^ 
. By oake, andashe, and thorne^ 
Lady, I was never in your chamber, 75 

Sith the time that I was borne. 

O then it was your lither foot-page. 

He hath beguiled mee. 
Then shee pulled forth a litle pen-knifFe, 

That hanged by her knee : 80 



Ver, 77. litle, MS. 



Sayes, 
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Sayes^ there shall never noe cborfts blood 

Within my bodye spring : 
No chnrl^ blood shall ever defile 

The daughter of a kinge^ 

Home then went Gksg^rion, 85 

And woe, good lord, was hee. 
'" Sayes, come thou hither, Jacke my boy. 
Come hither unto mee. 

If I had killed a man to night, 

Jacke, I wotJd tell it thee : • 90 

But if I have not killed a man to night, 

Jacke, thou hast killed three. 

And he puld out his bright browne 8word> 

And dryed it on his sleeve. 
And he smote off that lither ladds head^ 95 

Who did his ladye grieve. 

He sett the swords poynt till his brest. 

The pummil untill a stone : 
Throw the fEdsenesse of that lither ladd. 

These three lives weme all gone»^ XOQ 



VIII. 



OLD ROBIN OF PORTXNGAli. ^9 

vin. 

OLD ROBIN OF PORTINGALB; 

From an ancient copy in tke Editor's folio MS. v^hich 
as judged to require con&iderable cortrectioiM'. 
In the former Edition the hero of this piece had been 
Ued Sir Robin, but that title not being ia the MS. is 
}W omitted. 

Juet never again soe old a; man 

Marrye soe yonge a wife. 
As did old Robin of Portingale ; 

Who may rue all the dayes of his life. 

For the mayors daughter of Lin, god wOft, 5 

He chose her to his wife. 
And thought with her to have lived in love. 

But they fell to hate and strife. 

They scarce were in their wed-bed laid. 

And scarce was hee asleepe, 10 

But upp shee rose, and forth shee goes. 
To the steward, and^gan to Weepe. 

Sleepe you, wake you, faire sir Gyles } 

Or be you not within ? 
Sleepe you, wake you, fEure sir Gyles, 15 

Arise and let me inn* 

O, I 
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O^ I am waking, sweete, he said, 

Sweete ladye, what is your will ? 
I have unbethought me of a wile 

How my wed-lord weell spill. 20 

Twenty-four good knights^ shee sayes^ 

That dwell about this towne. 
Even twenty-four of my next coz^nd. 

Will helpe to dinge him downe. 

All that beheard his litle footepage, tS 

As he watered his masters steed ; 
And for his masters sad perille 

His verry heart did bleed. 

He mourned still, and wept full sore ; 

I swcare by the holy roode SO 

The teares he for his master wept 

Were blent water and bloude. 

• 

And that beheard his deare master 

As he stood at his garden pale : 
Sayes, Ever alacke, my litle foot-page, 35 

What causes thee to wail ? 

Hath any one done to thee wronge 

Any of -thy fellowes here ? 
Or is any of thy good friends dead, 
' That thou shedst manye a teare ? 40 

Ver. 19. unhethoughty [properly onhetlvoughtl this word is still 
used in the Midland counties in the same sense as hethougJU* 
-Ver. 32. hlend, MS. 

Or 
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Or, if it be my head bookes-man. 

Aggrieved he shal bee : 
For no man h^re within my howse. 

Shall doe wrong mito thee. 

O^ it is not yom* head bookes-maD> 45 

Nor none of his degree : 
But, on to-morrow ere it be noone 

All deemed to die are yee. 

And of that bethank yom* head stew^trd^ 

And thank your gay ladie. 50 

If this be true, my litle foot-page. 
The heyre of ray land thoust bee. 

If it be not true, my dear master. 

No good death let me die. 
If it be not true, thou litle foot-page, 55 

A dead corse shalt th(^ lie* 

O call now downe my faire ladye, 

O call her downe to mee : 
And tell my ladye gay how sicken 

And like to die I bee. 60 

Downe then came his ladye &ire. 

All clad in purple and pall : 
The rings that were on her fingers. 

Cast light thorrow the hall. 

Ver. 47t or to-marroWf MS. Ver. 56. hee, MS. 

What 
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What is your wfll, my owne wed-lord ? 66 

What is your will with* mee' ? 
O see^ my ladyts deei^> how iii6key 

And like to die I bte. 

* And thou bd sicke> my owri weSAdrSy 

Soe sore it grieveth nW : 70 

But my five maydeiis and liayselfe 
Will ' watch thy' bedcle fbi^ thee. 



•i 



And at Hit iVakiHg Of your first slieepfej 

We will a hott drinke make : 
And at the waMng of yojir ^ next* slecpe, 75 

Your sorrowed we will slake. 

He put a silk cote oh his backe. 

And mail of manye a fold : 
And hee putt a Steele cap on his head> 

Was gilt with good red gold. 80 

He layd a briglit browne sword by his side. 

And another att his feete : 
* And twentye good knights he placed at hand> 

To watch him in his sleepe.* 

And about the middle time of the night, 85 

Came twentye-four traitours inn : 
Sir Giles he was the fareknost man. 

The leader of that ^n. 



Ver. 73. nuihe the, MS. Ver. 1^. first, MS. 



Old 
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Old Robin lyith his bright bi:owne SYford, 

Sir Gyles he94 SQQ^ 4i.d winn : 90 

And scant .of ^U those twenty-foiur^ 
Went out one ^ujicl^ ^AQ. 

None save only a litle foot page^ 

Crept forth at a windo^y of stone : 
And he had two armes when he came in^ 9% 

And he went back with one. 

Upp then came that ladie gaye 

With torches burning bright : 
Sbfi ll^ught to bave brought si^r %]^ a fijaiok^, 

Putt she found her owne wedd knight. IQp 

The first thinge that she stumbled on 

It was sir Gyles his foote : 
Sayes^ Eve^ alacke^ and woe is mee ! 

Here lyes my sweete Eart-roote. 

The next thinge that she stumbled on 105 

It was sir Gyles hit heade : 
Sayesj £yer> alacke^ and woe is me ! 

Heere lyes my true love deade. 

Hee cutt the pappes beside her brest^ 

And did her body spille ; 110 

He cutt the eares beside her heade. 

And bade her love her fille. 



He 
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He called then up his title foot-page^ 

And made him there his heyre ; 
And sayd^ henceforth my worldlye goodes 11! 

And comitrye I forsweare. 

He shope the crosse on his right should^^ 
Of the white ' clothe* and the redde*. 

And went him into the holy land, 
Wh^^ Christ was quicke and dead. 190 

Ver, US, Jieshe, MS. 

* Eveiy person, who went on a Croisade to the Holy Landi 
luoally wore a cross on his upper garment, on the ri^ht shonl* 
^r, as a badge of his profession. Different nations were dii* 
tingubhed by crosses of different colours : The English won 
white J the French red ; &c. This circumstance seems to be 
confounded in the ballad. [V. Spelman, Gios».] 

^1^ In the foregoing piece, Giks, steward to a ridi 
old merchant trading to Portugal, is qualified with the 
title of Sir, not as being a i^night, but rather, I con- 
ceive, as having received an inferior order of priest- 
hood. 
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CHILD WATERS. 



Child is frequently used by our old writers^ as a 
Title. It is repeatedly given to Prince Arthur in the 
Faerie Queen : and the son of a king is in the same 
poem called '' Child Tristram." [B. 5. c. 11. st 8. 13. 
— B. 6. c. 2. St. 36. — Ibid. c. 8. st. 15.] In an old 
ballad quoted in Shakespeare's King Lear^ the hero of 
Ariosto is caUeil Child Roland. Mr. Theobald supposes 
this use of the word was received along with their ro* 
mances from the Spaniards^ with whom Infante signifies 
a *' Prince.*' A more eminent critic tells us, that *' in 
*' the old times of chivalry, the noble youth, who were 
'* candidates for knighthood, during the time of their 
" probation were called Infans, Varlets, Damoysels, 
" Bacheliers, The mOst noble of the youth were par- 
" ticularly called Infans" [Vid. Warb. Shakesp.] A 
late commentator on Spenser observes, that the Saxon 
word cnihz knight, signifies also a " Child." [See Up- 
ton's Gk)ss. to the F. g.] 

The Editor's foUo MS. . whence the following piece 
is taken (with some corrections), affords several other 
ballads, wherein the word Child occurs as a title : but 
in none of these it signifies '^ Prince." See the song 
intitled Gill Morrice, in this volume. 

It ought to be observed, that the word Child or 
Chi ELD is still used in North Britain to denominate a 
Man, commonly with some contemptuous character 
affixed to Yam, but sometimes to denote Man in ge- 
neral. 
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vyHiLDB Waters in his stable stoode 
And stroakt his milke white steede : 

To him a &yre yonge ladye came 
As ever ware womans weede. 

Sayes^ Christ you save^ good Childe Waters i 5 

Sayes^ Christ you save^ and see : 
My girdle of gold that was too loBgi, 

Is now too short for mee. 

And all is with one chyld of yours^ 

J $eele sturre att my side : 1^ ^ 

My gowne of gre^ie it is too straighte ; 

Before^ it was too wide. 

If the child be mine> hire £llen> he sayd^ 

Be mine as you tell mee ; 
Then take you Cheshire and Lancashire botii^ i^ ' 

Take them your owne to bee. 

If the childe be mine> faxre EUen^ he sayd. 

Be mine^ as you doe sweare : 
Then take you Cheshire and Lancashire both^ 

And make that child your heyre. ^^ 

Shee saies, I had rather have one kisse. 

Child Waters, of thy mouth 3 
Than I wolde have Cheshire and Lancashire both/ 

That lye by north and south. 

Ver. IZ, be inne, MS. 

And 
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And I had rather have one twinklings 25 

Childe Waters, of thine ee : 
Then I wolde have Cheshire and Lancashire both> 

To take them mine owne to bte. 

To morrow^ Ellen^ I must forth ryde 
Fan* into the north comitrie $ 30 

The fiearest lady that I can find^ 
£Uen^ miist goe with mee* >'< 

* Though'e I am not that lady &yre^ 

* Yet let me go with thee' : 
And ever I pray you> Child Wat^rs> 35 

Your foot-page let me bee. 

if you win myibot-page be^ £11^^ 

As you doe tell to mee \ 
Then you must cut your gowne of greene. 

An inch above your knee : 40 

Soe must you doe your yellowe lockes^ 

An inch above your ee : 
Vou must tell no man what is my name ^ 

My foot-page then you shall bee. 



Shee^ all the long day Child Waters rode^ \ 4^ 

Ran barefoote by his side \ 
Yett was he never soe courteous a kuighte. 

To say, EUen; will you ryde ? 

▼01. in. X Shee^ 
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. Shee> all the long day Child Waters rode> 
Ran barefoote thorow the broome ; 
Yett h^ was never 8oe curteous a knighte^ ^ 
To say^ put on your shoone. 

Ride softlye, shee 8ayd> O Childe Waters^ 

Why doe you ryde soe fest? 
The childe^ wUch is no mans but thine. 

My bodye itt will brast. 

Hee sayth^ seest thoii yonder water, Wikax, 
That flows from banke to brimme.— - 

I trust to God, O Child Waters, 
You never will see* mee swimme. 

But when shee came to the waters side, 

Shee sayled to the chinne : 
Except the Lord of heaven be my speed. 

Now must I leame to swimme. ^ 

The salt waters bare up her clothes j ^ 

Our Ladye bare upp her chinne : " 

Childe Waters was a woe man, good Lord, 
To see faire Ellen swimme. ^ , 

And when shee over the water was, ' 
Shee then came to his knee : 7^ 

He said. Come hither, thou £dre £11^, 
Loe yonder what I see, 



<* i. e. permit, suffer, &c. 



.S«st 
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Seest thou not yonder haU^ Ell^n ? 

Of redd gold shines the yate : 
Of tweiif^ foure feire ladyes there,^ 75 

The Purest is my mate. 

Seest thou not yonder hall, Ell^n ? 

Of redd gold shines tlie towre : 
There are twenty fbur 6dre ladyes there, 

llie fidrest is my f>aratnoui«. jlO 

I see the hall now. Child Waters, 

Of redd gold shines the yate : 
God give you good now of yourselft. 

And of your woUrUiye mate. 

I see the hall now, CMd Waters, 8$ 

Of redd golde shines the towre; 
God give you good now of yourseUb, 

And of your paramoure. 

There twenty four hyre ladyes wer»^ 

A playing att the badl : 4M) 

And Ellen the fairest ladye there. 

Must bring his steed to the staU. 

There twenty four feyre ladyes weniJ 

A playinge at the chesse ; 
And Ellen the &yrest ladye there, 95 

Must, bring hb banc to gresse. 

Ver. 8.4. warldt^e^ MS. 

v^% And 
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And then bespake Chikle Waters sister. 

These were the woides said shee : 
You have the prcttyest foot-page^ brother. 

That erer I saw with mine ee. ,; 100 

But that his bellye it is soe bigg. 

His girdle goes wonderaus hie : 
And let him, I pray you, Childe Watto, 

Goe into the chaijaber with mec. 

It is not fit for a little foot-page, 105 

That has run throughe mosse and myie. 

To go intof the chamber with any ladye^ 
That weares soe riche at^ne. 

It is more meete for a litle foot-page. 
That has run throughe mosse and myre, H^ 

To take his supper upon his knee. 
And sitt downe by the kitchen fyer. 

But when they had supped eveiy one. 

To bedd they tooke theyr waye : 
He sayd, come hither, my little foot-page, tl^ 

And hearken what I saye, 

Goe thee downe into yonder towne, 

And low into the street -, 
The fayrest ladye that thou can finde, 

Hyer her in mine armes to sleepe, 120 

And 
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And take her up in thine annes twaine^ 
For filinge* of her feete. 

Ellen is gone into the towne^ 

And low into the streete : 
The Mrest ladye that shee cold find^ 125 

Shee hyred in his armes to sleepe 5 
And tooke her up in her armes twayne^ 

For filing of her feete. 

I pmye you nowe, good ChUde Waters, 
Let mee lye at your hedds feete : 130 

For there is noe place about this house^ 
Where I may 'sayef a sleepe. 

* He gave her leave, and feire Ell^ 

' Down at his beds feet laye :* 
This done the nighte drove on apace^ 1^5 

And when it was neare the daye« 

Hee sayd, Rise up, my litle foot-page. 

Give my steede come and haye j 
And soe doe thou the good black oatSj, 

To carry mee better awaye. 140 

Up then rose the feire Ell^n, 
And gave his steede come and hay : 



* i. c. defiling. Sec Warton's Observ. vol, II. p. 158. 
t i«e. essay, attempt. 



And 
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And soe shee did the good hlacke oates^ 
To cany him the better away. 

Shee leaned her backe to the manger sidt^ 145 

And grievouslye did groane : 
Shee leaned h^r back to the mangi^ nde^ 

And there shee made her mo^e. 

And that beheard his mother deere^ 

Shee heard her there monand*. 150 

Shee sayd^ Rise up, thou Childe Waters, 

I think thee a cursed man. 

For in thy stable is a ghost. 

That grievouslye doth grone : 
Or else some woman laboiu^es of childe, 155 

She is soe woe-begone. 

Up then rose Childe Waters soon. 

And did on his shirte of silke -, 
And then he put on his other clothes. 

On his body as white as milke. IM 

And when he came to the stable dore. 

Full still there h^c did stand. 
That hee mighte heare his fayie Ell^n, 

Howe shee made her monknd^. 



• Sic in MS. i. e. moaning, bemoaning, &c. 



She 
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She sayd^ Lullabye, mine owne deeie child^ 165 

Lullabye^ dere child^ dere ^ 
I wold thy father were a king. 

Thy mother layd an a biere; 

Peace now, heesaid, good £ure EU^n, 
Be of good cheere^ I praye 5 17di 

And the bridal and the churching bot^ 
Shall bee upon one day. 



X. 
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X. 

PHILLIDA AND CORYDON. 

This Sonnet is given from a small quarto MS. in the 
£ditor*8 possession^ written in the time of <Queen Eli- 
zabeth. Another Copy of it, containing some variations^ 
is reprinted in the Muses Library, p. 295> from an an- 
cient miscellany, intitled £ngland*8 Helicon^ 1600> 4to. 
The author was Nicholas Breton, a writer of some 
fame in the reign of Elizabeth ; who also published an 
interlude intitled '^ An old man*s lesson and ^ young 
man's love,** 4to. and many other little pieces in prose 
and verse, the titles of which may be seen in Wnstan* 
ley, Ames* Typog. and Osborne's HarL Catalog. &c.-^ 
He is mentioned with great respect by Meres, in his 
Sd part of Wit's Commonwealth, 1698, f. 283^ and is 
alluded to in Beaumont and Fletcher's ScomM Lady, 
Act 2. and again in Wit without Money, Act 3. — See 
Whalley's Ben Jonson, vol. IlL p. 103. 

The present Edition is improved by a copy in ^^Eng* 
^' land's Helicon;* edit. 1614. 8vo. 

In the merrie moneth of Maye, 
In a morne by break of daye. 
With a troope of damselles playing 
Forthe * I yode' foi*sooth a maying : 

When anon by a wood side, 6 ^ 

WTiere as Maye was in his pride> 
I espied all alone s 

Philiida and Corydon. 

Yer. 4. the wodf, MS. 

Much 
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Much adoe there was, god wot ; 

He wold love> and she wold not. 10 

She sayde, never man was trewe 5 

He sayesy none was &lse to you. 

He sayde^ hee had lovde her longe : 
She sayes^ love should have no wronge. 
Corydon wold kisse her then : 15 

She sayes, maydes must kisse no men^ 

Tjrll they doe for good and all. 

When she made the shepperde call 

AU the heavens to wytnes truthe^ 

Never loved a truer youthe. 2Q 

Then with manie a prettk othe^ 
Yea and nay, and £adth and trothe ; 
Suche as seelie shepperdes use 
When they will not love abuse 5 

Love, that had bene long deluded, 25 

Was with kisses sweete concluded 5 
And Phillida with garlands gaye 
Was made the lady of the Maye. 

fit The foregoing little Pastoral of Phillida and 
3RYpoN is one of the Songs in *' The Honourable En- 
tertainment gieven to the Queenes Majestie in Pro- 
gresse at Elvethaip in Hampshire, by the R. H. the 
Earle of Hertford, 159i;* 4to. [Printed by Wolfe, 
o name of author.] See in that pamphlet, 
*^ The thirde dales Entertainment 
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'' On Wednesday morning about 9 o'clock, as her 
" Majestic opened a casement of her gallerie window, 
*^ ther were 3 excellent musitians, who being disguised 
" in auncient country attire, did greet her with a plea- 
" sant song of Corydon and Phillioa, made in 3 
** parts of purpose. The song, as well for the worth of 
** the dittie, as the aptnesse of the note thereto applie^r 
*^ it pleased her Highnesse after it had been once, sung 
** to con^mand it againe, and highly to grace it witE 
^' her oheerefuU acceptance and commendatioii. 

" The Plowman's Sono. 

'' In the nierrie month of May, &c." 

The Splendour and Magnificence of Elizabeth's reign 
is no where more strongly painted tiian in these liSe 
Diaries of some of her summer excursions to the houses 
of her nobility 5 nor could a more acceptable present be 
given to the world, than a republication of a select num- 
ber of such details as this of the entertainment at El*- 
TBTHAM, that at KiLLiNOwoRTH, &c. &c. which so 
strongly mark the spirit of the times, and present us 
with scenes so very remote from modern manners. 

t^ Since the above was written, the Public hath been 
gratified with a most complete work on the fbr^oing 
subject, intitled. The Prooresses and Public Proces- 
sions of jQuEBN Elizabeth, &c. By John Nichols^ 
F.A.S. Edinb. and Perth, 1788, 3 Vols* 4to. 
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XL 
■ LITTLE MUSGRAVE AND LADY BARNARD. 

This ballad is ancient> and has been popular ; we find 
it quoted in many old plays. See Beaum. and Fletcher's 
Knight of the Burning Pestle, 4to. 1613, Act 5. The 
Varietie, a comedy, 12mo. 1649, Act 4, &c. In Sir 
William Davenanfs play. The Witts, Act 3, ^ gallant . 
thus boasts of himself: 

** Limber and sound ! besides I sing Musgrave, 
♦^ And for Chevy-chace no lark comes near me." 

In thePepys Collection, vol. III. p. 314, is an imitation 
of this old song, in 33 stanzas, by a more modem pen, 
with many alterations, but evidently for the worse. 

This is given from an old printed copy in the British 
Museum, with corrections *, some of which are from a 
fi-agment in the £ditor*s folio MS. It is also printed in. 
Dfyden*s Collection of Miscellaneous Poems. 

J\8 it fell out on a highe holye daye. 

As many bee in the yeare. 
When yong men and maides together do goe. 

Their masses and mattins to heare. 

Little Musgx^ve came to the church door, - 5 

The priest was at the mass ; 
But he had more mind of the fine wom^n. 

Then he had of our Ladyes grace. 

And some of them were clad in greene. 

And others were clad in pall 3 10 

And then came in my lord Bamardes wife, 

Tl^e fairest among them all, 

Shee. 
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Shee cast an eye on little Musgrkve 
As bright as the summer sunne : 

then bethought him little MusgrAve^ 15 
This ladyes heart I have wonne. 

Quoth she, I have loved thee, little Musgrkve, 

Fulle long and manye a daye. 
So have I loved you, ladye £sdre. 

Yet word I never durst saye. SO 

1 have a bower at Bucklesford-Bury*, 

Full daintilye bedight. 
If thoult wend thither, my little Musgrlive, 
Thoust lig in mine armes all night. 

J^^oth hee, I thanke yee^ ladye fedre, 25 

This kindness yee shew to mee ; 
And whether it be to my weale or woe. 

This night will I lig with thee. 

All this beheard a litle foot-page. 

By his ladyes coach as he ranne : 30 

Quoth he, thoughe I am my ladyes page. 

Yet Ime my lord Barnardes manne. 

My lord Barnard shall knowe of this, 

Although I lose a limbe. 
And ever whereas the bridges were broke, 35 

He layd him downe to swimme. 



•* BuiklefieJd'lerry, fol. MS. 
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Asleep or awake^ thou lord Bam^^ 

As thou art a man of life, 
Lo ! this same night at Buekksford-Bury 

Litle MusgraYe*s in hed with thy wife. 40 

If it be trew, thou lide fbote-pege. 

This tale thou hast told to mee. 
Then all my lands in Bucklesford-Bury 

I freelye will give to thee. 

But and it be a lye> thou litle foot-page> ^ 45 

This tale thou hast told to mee. 
On the highest tree in Bucklesfprd-Bury > 

All hanged shalt thou bee. 

Eise up, rise up, my merry men all. 

And saddle me my good steede ; 50 

This night must I to Bucklesford-bury ^ 

God wott, I had never more neede. 

Then some they whistled, and some they sang. 

And some did loudlye saye. 
Whenever lord Barnardes home it blewe, * J55 

Awaye, Musgi^ve, away. 

Methinkes I heare the throstle cock^i 

Methinkes 1 heare the jay, 
Methinkes I heare lord Baroard? home } 

I would I were awaye. 60 
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Lye stilly lye still, thou little Musgrkve^ 

And huggle me from the cold ; 
Kpr it 18 but some shephardes boye 

A whistling his sheepe to the fold* 

Is not thy hawke upon the pearchc, 65 

Thy horse eating come and haye ? 

And thou a gay lady within thine armes : 
And wouldst thou be awaye ? 

By this lord Barnard was come to the dore^ 
And lighted upon a stone : 7^ 

And he pulled out three silver keyes^ 
And opened the dores eche one. 

He lifted up the coverlett> 

He lifted up the sheete ; 
How now, how now, thou little Musgx^ve, f 5 

Dost find my gaye ladye sweete ? 

I find her sweete, quoth little Musgi^ve> 

The more is my griefe and paine 5 
Ide gladlye give three hundred poundes 

Thajt I were on yonder plaine. 

Arise, arise, thou little Musgrilve, 

And put thy cloathes nowe on. 
It shall never be said in my countiee. 

That I killed a naked man. 

Yer. 64. Js whittling sheepe ore the mold, fol. MS. 

IhaTC 



hADX BASKAK^, 111 

I have two swordes in one scabb^de^ 85 

Full deare they cost my purse } 
And thou shalt have the best of them. 

And I will have the worse. * 

The first stroke that little Musgrave strucke, ' 
He hurt lord Barnard sore ; 90 

The next stroke that lord Barnard strudke. 
Little Musgrave never strucke more. 

With that bespake the ladye hke. 

In bed whereas she laye, 
Althoughe thou art dead^ my little Musgi^ve^ 95 

Yet for thee I will praye : 

And wishe well to thy soule wHSl I, 

So long as I have life ; 
So will I not do for thee, Bamlurd> 

Thoughe I am thy wedded wife. 100 

He cut her pappes from ofif her brest ; 

Great pitye it was to see 
The drops of this fair ladyes bloode 

Run trickling down^her knee. 

Wo worth, wo worth ye, my merrye men all, 105 
You never were borne for my goode : 

Why did you not offer to stay my hande. 
When you sawe me wax so woode } 



For 
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For I have slaine the Purest sir knighte> 

That ever rode on a steede -, 110 

So have I done the fairest lady> 
That ever ware womai^ weede. 

A grave^ a grave, lord Barnard ciyde^ 

To putt these lovers in ; 
But lay my ladye o* the upper hande^ 115 

For shee comes o* the better kin. 

fit T^t ^^® more modern copy is to be dated about 
the middle of the last century, will be readily conceived 
from the tenor of the concluding stanza^ viz. 

*^ This sad Mischief by Lust was wrought ; 

Then let us call for Grace, 
That we may shun the wicked vice> 

And fly. from Sin a-pace/' 
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I 

THE EW-BUGHTS MARION. 

A SCOTTISH SONG. 

Hxis sonnet appears to be ancient : that and its sim-^ 
icity of sentiment have recommended it to a place 
re. 

W ILL ze gae to the «w-bughts, Marion> 

And wear in the sheip wi' mee ? 
The sun shines sweit, my Marion^ 

But nae half sae sweit as thee. 
O Marion's a bonnie lass ; 6 

And the blyth blinks in her ee : 
And &in wad I marrie Marion^ 

Gin Marion wad marrie mee. 

Theire's gowd in zour garters, Marion 3 

And siller on zoiu* white hauss-bane* : 10 

Fou ^ne wad I kisse my Marion 

At eene quhan I cum hame. 
Theire's braw lads in Eai/islaw, Marion, 

Quha gape and glowr wi' their ee 
At kirk, quhan they see my Marion 5 15 

Bot nane of them lues like mee. 

* HaufiSfhane* i. e. The neck-bone. Marion had probably a 
tver locket on, tied close to her neck with a ribband, an usual 
'■fitment \n Scotland ; where a sore throat is called *' a sair 
••tte," properly luilse, 

ViH, III. I Jve 
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Ive nine milk-ews^ my Marion^ 

A cow and a brawney quay } 
Ise gie^tham au to iHy Marion, 

Just on her bridal day. SU 

And zees get a grein sey apron. 

And waistcote o* London broun ; 
And wow bot ze wiU be vaporing 

jQuhaneir ze gang to the toun. 

Ime yong and stout> my Marion, S5 

None dance lik mee on the greine -, 
And gin ze forsak me, Marion, 

Ise een gae draw up wi' Jeane* 
Sae put on zour pearlins, Marion, 

And kirtle oth' cramasie , 30 

And sune as my chin has nae haire on> 

I sail cum west, and see zee. 
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THE KNIGHT, AND SHEPHERDS DAUGHTER. 

This ballad (given from an old black-letter Copy, witli 
me corrections) was popular in the 6me of (}ueen 
lizabeth, being usuall}' printed with her picture before 
, as Heame informs us in his preface to '' Gul. Neu- 
rig. Hist. Oxon. 1719, 8vo. vol. I. p. but." It is quoted 
I Fletcher's comedy of the Pilgrim, Act 4. sc. 1. ' 

X HERE was a shepherds daughter 

Came tripping on the waye ; 
And there by chance a knighte shee mett, 

Which caused her to staye. 

Good morrowe to you, beauteous maidt, 5 

These words pronounced hee : 
O I shall dye this daye, he sayd, ' 

If Ive hot my wille of thee. 

The Lord forbid, the maide replyde. 

That you shold waxe so wode ! 10 

^ But for all that shee could do pr saye, 

' He wold not be withstood.* 

Sith you have had yom* wille of mee. 

And put me to open shame. 
Now, ir you are a courteous knighte, 15 

Tell me what is your name ? 

1% Som^ 
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Some do call mec Jacke^ sweet heart. 

And some do call mee Jille ; 
But when I come to the kings faire courte ^ 

They call me WilfuUe Wille. 20 

lie sett his foot into the stimH), 

And awaye then he did ride 3 
She tuckt her girdle about her middle^ 

And ranne close by his side. 

But when she came to the brode watfer, 25 

She sett her brest and swamme } 
And when she was got out againe^ 

She tooke to her heek and ranne. 

He never was the courteoui knighte. 
To eaye, feire maide, will ye ride ? 30 

* And she was ever too loving a maide 
To saycj sir knighte abide. 

When she came to the kings fiadre court^j 

She knocked at the ring; 
§0 readye was the king himself 35 

To let this faire maide in. 

Now Christ you save, my gracious liege, 

Now Christ you save and see^ 
You have a knighte within your courts 

This daye hath robbed mee» ^ 
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What hath he robbed thee of, sweetheart? 

Of purple or of pall ? 
Or hath he took thy gaye gold ring 

From o£f thy finger small } 

He hath not robbed mee, my leige, 45 

Of purple nor of pall : 
But he hath gotten my maiden head^ 

Which grieves mee worst of all. 

Now if he be a batchelor. 

His bodye He give to thee 3 50 

But if he be a married man^ 

lijgh hanged he shall bee. 

He called downe his merrye men all. 

By one, by two, by three 5 
Sir William used to bee the first, r>5 

But nowe the last came hee. 

He brought her downe full foitye pounde, 

Tyed up withinne a glove : 
Faire maid. He give the same to thee j 

Go, see]^c thee another love. 60 

» 

O He have none of your gold«. she sayde. 

Nor Ue have none of your fee ; 
But your faire bodye I mxist have. 

The Ung hath granted niee. 

!r. 50. His hodye He give to thee"} This was ag^recable to the 
al customs : The lord had a Hght to give a wife to bis vas- 
See Shakespeare's " All's well, that ends well.'* 

Sir 
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Sir WiBiam ranne and fetchd her thea 65 

Five hundred pound in golde^ 
Saying, faire maide> take this to thee. 

Thy fault will never be tolde. 

Tis not the gold that shall n^ee tempts 
These words then answered shee. It 

But your own bodye I must have^ 
The king hath granted met. 

Would I had dranke the water cleare^ . 

When I did drinke the wine^ 
Rather than any shepherds brat 7^ 

Shold bee a ladye of mme ! 

Would I had drank the puddle £cmle> 

When I did drink the ale> 
Rather than ever a shepherds brat 

Shold tell me such a tale ! SO 

A shepherds brat even as I was. 

You mote have let me bee, 
I never had come othe kings feire courtc. 

To crave any love of thee. ' 

He sett her on a milk-white steedc, 85 

And himself upon a graye y 
He hung a bugle about his necke, 

Andfsoc they fode awaye. 

But 
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%ut when they came unto the place^ 

Where marriage-rites were done^ 90 

She proved herself a dukes daught^r^ 

And he but a squires sonne. 

Now marrye me^ or not^ sir knight^ 

Your pleasure shall be free : 
If you make me ladye of one good towne^ 95 

He make you lord of three. 

Ah ! cursed bee the gold^ he sayd^ 

If thou hadst not been tr^we^ 
I shold have forsaken my sweet love^ 

And have changed her for a newe. 100 

And now their hearts being linked &st> 

They joyned hand in Jbande : 
Thus he had both purse^ and person too^ 

And all at his commande. 
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THE SHEPHERD'S ADDRESS TO HIS MUSE. 

This Poem, originally printed from the small MS vo- 
lume mentionea above in No. X. has been improved by 
a more })eviect copy in '' England's Helicon,*' where the 
author is'discovered to be N. Breton. 

vTooD Muse, rocke me aslepe 

With some dwcete harmony : 
This wearie eyes is not to kepe 

Thy wary company. 

Sweete Love, begon a while, 5 

Thou seest my heavines : 
Beautie is borne but to beguyle 

My harte of happines. 

Sec howc my little flocke. 

That !f)vdc to feede on-liighe, 10 

Doe heatilonge tumble downe tjie rocke, 

AiijJ in the Yalley dye. 

I'he bushes and the trees. 

That were so freshe and grcene. 
Doe all their deintie colors leese, 1^ 

And not a leafe is seene. 

• The 
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The blacke birde and the thrushe, 

Tliat made the woodes to ringe. 
With all the rest, are now ^t hushe. 

And not a note they singe. 90 

Swete Philomele, the birde 

That hath the heavenly throte. 
Doth nowe, alas ! not once afiforde 

Recordinge of a note. 

The flowers have had a frost, 23^ 

The herbs have loste their savourc 5 
And Phillida the faire hath lost 

' Fop me her wonted* fiivour. 

Thus all these careful sight? 

So kill me in conceit : 30 

That now to hope upon delights^ ^ 

It is but meere deccite. 

And therefore; my sweete Muse, 

That knowcst what helpe is best. 
Doe nowe thy heavenlie conninge use 35 

To sett my harte at rest : 

And in a dreame bewraie 
• yVhat fate shal be my frende ; 
Whether my life sliall still decaye. 
Or when my sorrowes ende. 
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LORD THOMAS AND FAIR ELUNOR, 



is given (with corrections) from an ancient 
in black letter, in the Pepys collection, intitled, " 
*^ tragical ballad on the unfortunate lo\'e of lord Tfaio 
" mas and fair Ellinor, together with the downfiadl 
" the browne girl/'— In the same collection may 
seen an attempt to modernize this old song, and reduc 
it to a di£ferent measure : a proof of its popularity. 



JuoRD Thomas he was a bold forrest^r^ 

And a chaser of the kings deere i 
Faire EUinor was a fine womkn. 

And lord Thomas he loved her deare. 

Come riddle my riddle, dear mother^ he sayd> ^ 

And riddle us both as one } 
Whether I shall marrye with faire £lliniM*> 

And let the browne girl alone ? 

The browne girl she has got houses and lanAs^ 
Faire Ellinor she has got none, 10 

And therefore I charge thee on my blessings 
To bring me the browne girl home. 



And 
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And as it befelle on a high holidaye. 

As many there are beside. 
Lord Thomas he went to fture Ellinbr, 16 

That should have been his bride. 

And when he came to &ire Ellmors bower. 

He knocked there at the ring. 
And who was so readye as flsdre £llin5r. 

To lett lord Thomas withinn. 20 

What newes, what newes, lord Thomas, she sayd ? 

What newes dost thou bring to mee ? 
I am come to bid thee to my wedding. 

And that is bad newes for thee. 

• 

God forbid, lord Thomas, she sayd, 25 
That such a thing should be done 5 

1 thought to have been the bride my selfe. 

And thou to have been the bridegrome. 

Come riddle my riddle, dear mother, she sayd. 
And riddle it all-in one 3 30 

Whether I shall goe to lord Thomas his weddings 
Or whether shall tarry at home ? 

There are manye that are your friendes, daughter. 

And manye a one your foe. 
Therefore I charge you on my blessing, ' 35 

To lord Thomas his wedding don't goe. 

Vcr. 29. It should probably be, R^ade me, read, ^c i. t. 
Aidvise me, advise. 

There 
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There are manye that are my friendes, mother j 
But were every one my foe, 
» Betide me life, betide me death. 

To lord Thomas his wedding Tld goe. 40 

She cloathed herself in gallant attire. 
And her merrye men all in greene 5 

And as they rid through every towne, 
They took her to be some queene. 

But when she came to lord Thomas his gate, 45 

She knocked there at the ring j 
And who was so readye as lord Thom^> 

To lett fairc EUinor in. 

Is this your bride, fair EUinor sayd ? 

Metliinks she looks wonderous browne ; 50 

Thou mightest have had as hxre a wom^n^ 

As ever trod on the grounde. 

pespise her not, fair Ellin, be saydj 

Despise her not unto mee j 
For better I love thy littje finger, 55 

Than all her whole bod^ 

••^ 

This browne bride had a little penknife. 

That was both long and sharpe. 
And betwixt the short ribs and the long. 

She prick'd faire Ellinor's harte. €0 

m 

O Christ 
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O Chiist tbee save^ lord Thomas^ hee sayd^ 
Methinks thou lookst wonderous wan ; 

Thou usedst to look with as fresh a colbur. 
As ever the sun shone on. 

Oh, art thou blind, lord Tliomas ? she sayd, 65 

Or canst thou not very well see ? 
Oh } dost thou not see my owne hearts bloode 

Run trickluig down my knee. 

Lord Thomas he had a sword by his side ; 

As he walked about the halle, 70 

He cut ofif his brides head from her should^rs^ 

And threw it against the walle. 

He set the hilte against the grounde^ 

And the point against his harte. 
There never three lovers togetlier did meete, 75 

That sooner againe did parte. 

%* The reader will find a Scottish song on a similar 
subject to this, towards the end of this volume, intitled> 
'^ LosjD Thomas and Lady Annbt." 
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CUPID AND CAMPASPE. 

This elegant little sonnet is found in the third act of 
an old play> intitled^ '' Alexander and Campespe^" writ^ 
ten by Jolm lilye, a celebrated writer in the time of 
queen Elizabeth. That play was first printed in 1591 : 
but this copy is given from a later edition. 

V/upiD and my Campaspe playd 
At cardes for kisses -, Cupid payd : 
He stakes his quiver, bow and arrows^ 
His mothers doves, and teame of sparrows i 
Loses them too j then down he throws 
The coral of his lippe, the rose 
Growing on*s cheek (but none knows how)j 
With these, the crystal of his browe. 
And then the dimple of his chinne ; 
All these did my Campaspe winne. 
At last he set her both hb eyes^ 
$he won, and Cupid blind did rise. 

O Love ! has sh&done this to thee ? . . 

What shallf alas ! become of mee ? | » 

P 

n 
xvtt 



\ 



TSS LABT VURKBD SSfiVmC-liAN. IS'J[ 



XVIl. 
THE LADY TURNED SERVING-MAN, 

— is given from a written copy^ containing some 
movements (perhaps modern ones)^ upon the popular 
ad, intitled, *' The &mous flower of Serving-men : 
r the Lady turned Serving-man.'* 

You beauteous ladyes, great and small^ 
I write unto you one and all. 
Whereby that you may understand 
What I have suffered In the land. 

I was by birth a lady &ire, 5 

An ancient barons only bcire. 
And when my good old father dyed^ 
Then I became a young knightes bride. 

f 

And there my love built me a bower. 
Bedecked with many a firagrant flower 5 10 

A braver bower you ne'er did see 
Then my true-love did build for*mee. 

And there I livde a ladye gay. 

Till fortune wrought our loves decay ; 

Tor there came foes so fierce a band^ 15 

That soon they over»run the land. 

Tfcev 
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They came upon us in the night. 

And brent my bawer, and slew my knight j 

And trembling hid in mans array, 

I scant with life escap'd away. - ^Q 

In the midst of this extremitle. 
My servants all did from me flee : 
Thus was I left myself alone. 
With heart more cold than any stone. 
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Yet though my heart was fuU of care. 
Heaven would not suffer me to dispaire, 
Wherefore in haste I changed my name 
From £ure Elise, to sweet WiUiame : 



And therewithall I cut my haire, 

Resolv*d my man*s attire to weare j 30 

And in my beaver, hose and band, 

I travell'd fax through many a land. 

At length all wearied with my toil, 

I sate me downe to rest awhile ; 

My heart it was so fill'd with woe, 3*- 

That downe my cheeke the teares did flow^ 

It chanced the king of that same place 

With all his lords a hunting was. 

And seeing me weepe, upon the same 

Askt who I was, and whence I came. 40 

Thca 
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Then to his grace I did replye, 
I am a poore and friendlesse boye. 
Though nobly borne, nowe forc*d to bee 
A serving-man of lowe degree. 

Stand up> faire youth, the king reply'd, 45 

For thee a service I'll provyde : 

But tell me first what thou canst do ) 

Thou shalt be fitted thereunto. 

Wilt thou be usher of my hall. 

To wait upon my nobles all ? 50 

Or wilt be taster of my wine, 

To 'tend on me when I sliaJl dine ? 

Or wilt thou be my chamber! aine, 

About ray person to remaine ? 

Or wilt thou be one of my guard, 55 

And I will give thee great reward ? 

Chuse, gentle youth, said he, thy place* 

Then I reply'd. If it please yovu: grace 

To shew such feivour unto mee. 

Your chamberlaine I faine would bee. 6Q 

The king then smiling gave consent. 
And straitwaye to his court I went ; 
-Where I beliavde so faithfullle. 
That hee great favour showd to mee. 
roL. III. K Now 
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Now marke what fortune did provide j GB 

The king he would a hunting ride 
With all his lords and noble traine. 
Sweet William must at home remaine. 



Thus being left alone behind^ 
My former state came in my mind : 
I wept to see my mans array ; 
No longer now a ladyc gay. 

And meeting with a ladyes vest. 
Within the same myself I drest ; ' 

With silken robes, and jewels rare> 7 

I deckt me^ as a ladye faire : 

And taking up a lute straitwaye^ 
Upon the same I strove to play ; 
And sweetly to the same did sing. 
As made both hall and chamber ring. 



'' My £aither was as brave a lord, 
** As ever Europe might afford ; 
" My mother was a lady bright j 
'' My husband was a valiant knight : 

'^ And I myself a ladye gay, ^ 

*' Bedeckt with gorgeous rich array ; 
'^ The happiest lady in the land 
Had not moi'e pleasure at command. 



tt 
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*' I had my musicke every day 
Harmonious lessons for to play; 90 

I had my virgins &ir and free 
Continually to wait on mee. 
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'* But now, alas ! my husbana *s dead, 

'' And all my friends are from me fled> 

" My former days are past and gone, 9a 

** And I am now a serving-man/* 



And fetching many a tender sigh. 

As thinking no one then was nigh« 

In pensive mood I laid me lowie. 

My heart was full, the tears did flowe. lOQ 

The king, who had a huntinge gone, 
Grewe weary of his sport anone. 
And leaving all his gallant traine> 
Turned on the sudden home againe : 

And when he reach*d his statelye tower, 10$ 

Hearing one sing within his bower. 

He stopt to listen, and to see 

Who sung there jso meiodiouslkr. 

• 
Thus heard he everye word I sed. 

And saw the pearlye teares I shed, 2 IQ^ 

And found to his amazenoient there, 

Sweete William was a ladye iaire. 

K 9 Thisn 



IM THE LADY TURNBD 8ERyiNG-MAN. 

Then stepping in, Faire ladye, rise. 

And dry, said he, those lovelye eyes. 

For I have heard thy mournful tale, 115 

The which shall tume to thy availe. 

A crimson dye my face orespred, 

I blusht for shame, and hung my head. 

To find my sex and story knowne, 

When as I thought I was alone. 120 

But to be briefe, his royall gi*ace 

Grewe so enamoured of my face. 

The richest gif is he proffered mee, • 

His mistress if that I would bee. 

Ah ! no, my liege, I firmlye sayd^ 125 

rU rather in my grave be layd. 
And though your grace hath won my hearty 
I ne'er will act soe base a part. 

Faire ladyfe, pardon me, sayd hee, 
Thy virtue shall rewarded bee, 130 

And since it is soe fairly tryde ^ 

Thou shall: become my royal bride. 

Then strait to end his amorous strife^ : 
He tooke sweet William to his wife. 
The like before was never scene, 135 

••A serving-maoEi became a queene. • 
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GIL MORRICE. 

I 

A SCOTTISH BALLAI>. 

following piece hath nm through two editions in 
d : the second was printed at Glasgow in 1755, 
refixed to them both is an advertisement, setting 
hat the preservation of this poem was owing 
lady, who favoured the printers with a copy, as 
s carefully collected from the mouths of old wo- 
and nurses 5" and '^ any reader that can render 
)re correct or complete," is desired to oblige the 
mth such improvements. In consequence Df this 
sement, sixteen additional verses have been pro- 
ind handed about in manuscript, which are here 
i in their pi-oper places : (these are from ver. 
ver. 121, and from ver. 124 to ver.- 129, but 
haps, after all, only an ingenious interpolation.) 
lis poem lays claim to a pretty high antij^uity, 
e assigned it a place among our early pieces : 
L, after all, there is i-eason to believe it has re- 
very considerable modern improvements > for in 
itor*s ancient MS collection is a very old imper- 
py of the same ballad : wherein though the lead- 
tures of the story are the same, yet the colouring 
so muc^ improved and heightened, and so many 
nal strokes ai*e thrown in, that it is evident the 
lias undergone a revisal. 

. The Editor's MS. instead of « lord Barnard.'* 
John Stewart ;'* and instead of ** Gil Morrice," 
Maurice, \vhich last is probably the original 
See above, p. 95. . , . .. 

Gil 
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vXiL Morrice was an erl^s son, 

His name it waxed wide ; 
It was nae for his great riches. 

Nor zet his mickle pride ; 
Bot it was for a lady gay, 5 

That livd on Carron side* 

Quhair sail I get a bonny boy. 

That will win hose and shoen ; 
That will gae to lord Bamards ha*. 

And bid his lady cum ? 10 

And ze maun rin my errand, Willie; 

And ze may rin wi* pride ; 
Quhen other boys gae on their foot> 

On horse-back ze ^ ride. 

O no ! Oh no ! my master dear ! 15 

I dare nae for my life ; 
1*11 no gae to the bauld barbns. 

For to triest furth his wife. 
My bird Willie, my boy Willie j 

My dear Willie, he sayd : % 

How can ze strive against the stream ? 

For ( sail be obeyd* 

Bot, O my master dear ! he cryd> 
In grene wod ze*re zour lain ; 

Ver. 11. fomethinf^ seems wanting^ here. 

Gi 
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Gi owre sic thochts^ I walde ze rede^ 25 

For fear ze should be tain. 
Haste^ haste, I say, gae to the ha% 

Bid hir cum here .wi speid : 
If ze refuse ray heigh comuiaiid, 

111 gar zour body bleid. 30 

Gae bid hir take this gay mantU, 

Tis a* gowd bot the hem 3 
Bid hir cvim to the gude grene wode> 

Aiid bring nane bot hir lain : 
And there it is, a silken sarke, 36 

Hir ain hand sewd the sleive *, 
And bid hir cum to Gill Morice, 

Speir nae bauld barons leave. 

Yes, I will gae zour black errand, 

f 

Though it be to zour cost 5 40 

Sen ze by me will nae be wam*d. 

In it ze sail find frost. 
The baron he is a man of might. 

He neir could bide to taunt. 
As ze will see before its nicht, 45 

How sma* ze hae to vaunt. 

And sen I maun zour errand rin 
Sae sair against my wiQ, 

Ver. 39, and 68, perhaps, 'hmU the hem^ 

Tse 
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Tse mak a tow and keip k troir. 

It sail be done for ill. 50 

And quhen he came to broken bnga/t. 

He bent his bow and swam ; 
Aiid quhen he came to gms growing. 

Set down his feet and ran. 

And quhen he came to Bamards ha', 55 

Would neither chap nor ca' : 
Bot set his bent bow to his brcist. 

And lichtly lap the wa*. 
He wauld nae tell the man his errand. 

Though he stude at the gait j €0 

Bot straiht into the ha' he cam, 

Quhair they were set at meit. 

Hail ! hail ! mv gentle sire and dame ! 

My message winna waite ; 
Dame, ze maun to the gude grene wod 65 

B^ore that it be late. 
Ze're bidden tak this gay mantel, 

Tis a' gowd bot the hem : 
Zou maun gae to the gude grene wode, 

Ev'n by your sel alane. 70 

And there it is, a silken sarke. 
Your ain hand sewd the skive ; 

Vcr. 5a. Coald this be the wall of the castle ? 

Ze 
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Ze maun gae speik to Gill Morice s 

Speir nae bauld barons leave. 
The lady stamped wi* hir foot, 75 

And winked wi' hir ee ; 
Bet a' that she coud say or do. 

Forbidden he wad nae bee. 

Its surely to my bow'r-womkn ; 

It neir could be to me. . 80 

I brocht it to lord Barnards lady ; 

I trow that ze be she. 
Then up and spack the wylie nurse, 

(The bairn upon hir knee) 
If it be cum frae Gill Morice, 85 

It*s deir welcum to mee. 

• 

Ze leid, ze leid, ze filthy nurse, 

Sae loud I heird ze lee -, 
I brocht it to lord Barnards lady ; 

I trow ze be nae shee. 90 

Then up and spack the bauld bai^dn. 

An angry man was hee ; 
He's tain the table wi' his foot, 

S;»e has he wi' his knee ; 
Till silier cup and ' mazer*' dish 95 

In flinders he gard flee. 

Ver. 88. Perhaps, loud say I h^re. 
* i. e. a drinking cup of maple ; other Edit, read ezar. 

Gae 



The baron, came to the grene wode, 
Wr mickle dule and care^ 
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Gae bring a robe of zour eliding. 

That hings upon the pin $ 
And ril gae to the gude grene wode. 

And speik wi* zour lemmkn. I 

O bide at hame, now lord Bam^otl, 

I warde ze bide at hame i 
Neir wyte a man for violence. 

That neir wate ze wi' nane. 



Gil Morice sate in gude grene wode, lOP^^ 

He whistled and he sang : 
O what mean a* the folk coming. 

My mother tarries lang. 
His hair was like the threeds of gold, 

Drawne frae Minerva's loome : 11^ ^ 

His lipps like roses drapping dew. 

His breath was a* perfume. 



His brow was like the mountain snae 

Gilt by the morning beam : 
His cheeks like living roses glow : I'^f 

His een like azure stream. 
The boy was clad in robes of grene, 

Sweete as the infent spring: 
And like the mavis on the bush. 

He gart the vallies ring. 1^ 



And 



GIL MOXRXCB. 139 

And there he fint spied Gill Moiice 

Kameing his zellovi^ hair : 
That sweetly wavd around his face, 1SB& 

That &ce beyond compare : 
He sang sae sweet it might dispel 

A* rage but fell despair. 

Nae wonder, naewonder, GiU Morice, 

1 

My lady loed thee weel^ 130 

The fedrest part of my bodie 

Is blacker than thy heel. 
Zet neir the less now. Gill Morice, 

For a* thy great beauti^» 
Ze*s rew the day ze eir was bom ; *^ 13& 

That head sail gae wi* me. 

Now he has drawn his trusty brand> 

And slaited on the strae ; 
And thro' Gill Morice' fiair body . 

He*s gar cauld iron gae. 140 

And he has tain Gill Morice* head ^ 

And set it on a speir ; 
The meanest man in a* his train 

Has gotten that head to bear. 

And he lias taxa Gill Morice up, 1 id 

Laid him across his steid, 

Ver. 1d8. So Milton, 

Vernal delight and joy : able to drive 

All sadness but despair. B. iv. v. 155. 

And 
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And brocht him to his painted bowr. 

And laid him on a bed. 
The lady sat on castil wa*. 

Beheld baith dale and doun ; ISO 

And there she saw Gill Morice* head 

Cum trailing to the toun. • 

Far better I loe that bluidy head. 

Both and that zellow hair. 
Than lord Barnard, and a* his lands, 155 

As they lig here and thair. 
And she has tain her Gill Morice, 

And kissd baith mouth and chin : 
I was once as fow of Gill Morice, 

As the hip is o' the stean. 160 

1 got ze in my father's house, 

Wi' mickle sin and shame ; 
I brocht thee up in gude grene wode. 

Under the heavy rain. 
Oft have I by thy cradle sitten, 165= 

And fondly seen thee sleip -, 
But now I gae about thy grave, 

The saut tears for to weip. 

And syne she kissd his bluidy cheik. 

And syne his bluidy chin : 170 

O better I loe my Gill Morice 

Than a* my kith and kin ! 

Away, 
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Away, away, ze ill wom^n. 

And an il deith mait ze dee : 
Gin I had kend he*d bin zour son^ 175 

He'd neir bin slain for mee. 

Obraid me not, my lord Barnard ! 

Obraid me not for shame ! 
Wi' that saim speir O pierce my heart ! 

And put me out o* pain. 180 

Since nothing hot Gill Morice head 

Thy jelous rage could quell, 
JLet that saim hand now tak hir life. 

That rieir to thee did ill. 

To me nae after days nor nichts 185 

Wili eir be saft or kind j 
I'll fill tlie air with heavy sighs. 

And greet till I am blind. 
Enouch of blood by me's bin spilt, 

Seek not zour death frae mee ; 190 

I rather lourd it had been my sel 

Than eather him or thee. 

With waefo wae I hear zour plaint 3 

Sair, sair I rew the deid. 
That eir this cursed hand of mine 195 

Had gard his body bleid. 
Dry up zour tears, my winsome dame, 

Ze neir can heal the wound -, 

Ze 
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Ze see hb head upon the speir^ 
His hearths blude on the ground. 900 

I curse the hand that did the deid. 

The heart that thocht the ill j 
The feet that bore me wi* silk speid. 

The comely zouth to kill. 
rU ay lament for Gill Moiice, 205 

As gin he were mine ain 5 
I'll neir forget the dreiry day 

On which the zouth was slain. 

%* This little pathetic tale suggested the plot of the 
tragedy of Douglas. 

Since it was first printed^ the Editor has been assured 
that the foregoing Ballad is still cuiTent in many parts of 
Scotland, where the hero is universally known by the 
name of Child Maukicb, pronounced by the common 
I)eople Cheild or Cheeld^ which occasioned the mis- 
take. 

It may be proper to mention, tliat other copies read 
ver. 110 thus: 

" Shot fi"ae the golden sun/* 

And ver. 11^ as follows : 

" His een like azm*e sheene." 



THE END OF THE FIRST BOOK- 
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OP 



Ancient 3^oetr^, |c* 



SERIES THE THIRD. 
BOOK II. 



I. 

THE LEGEND OF SIR GUY 

— contains a short summary of the exploits of this 
femous champion, as recorded in the old story books ; 
and is commonly intitled, *^ A pleasant song of the 
" valiant deeds of chivalry atchieved by that noble knight 
*' sir Guy of Warwick, who, for the love of lair Phelis, 
*' became a hermit, and dyed in a cave of craggy rocke, 
*' a mile distant from Warwick." 

The history of sir Guy, though now very properly 
resigned to children, was once admired by all readers of 

wit 
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wit and taste: for taste and wit had once their childhood. 
Although of English growth, it was early a feivourite 
with other nations : it appeared in French in 15^5 j 
and is alluded to in the old Spanish romance Tirante el 
bianco, which, it is believed, was written not long after 
the year 1430. See advertisement to the French trans- 
lation, 2 vols, 12mo. 

The original whence all these stories are extracted is a 
very ancient roniance in old English verse, which is 
quoted by Chaucer as a celebrated piece even in his time, 
(viz. 

'• Men speken of romances of price, 
" Of Home childe and Ippotis, 

" Of Bevis, and sir Guy, &c. T\. of Thop.) 

and was usually sung to the hai-]) at Christmas dinners 
and brideales, as we leani from Puttenham*s Art of 
Poetry, 4to. 1589. 

This ancient romance is not wholly lost. An imperfect 

copy in black letter, ** Imprynted at London ^for 

*^ Wylliam Copland," in 34 sheets 4to. without date, is 
still preserved among Mi*. Garrick's collection of old 
plays. As a specimen of the ]Joetry of this antique 
rhymer, take his description of the dragon mentioned 
in ver. 105 of the following ballad : 

— ^' A messenger came to the king. 

*' Syr king, he sayd, lysten me now, 

" For bad tydinges I bring you, 

" In Northumberlande there is no man> 

*' But tliat they be slayne evt^rychone : 

'* For there dare no man route, 

" By twenty myle rounde aboute, 

" For doubt of a fowle drag(m, 

" That sleath men and beastes downe. 

*' He is blacke as any cole, 

" Rugged as a rough fole ; 

'^ His bodye fiom the navill upwarde 

'' No man may it pierce it is so hardc 5 

His 
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*^ His neck is great as^ any summere > 

^' He renneth as swifte as axiy distrere $ 

** P^Wes he hath as a lyon : 

'• All that he toilcheth he sleath dead downe. 



t< 



Great winges he h^th to flighty 
That is no man th^ bare him might. 

'' There may no man fight him fi^yiie> 

*' But that he sleath him certayne : 

'* For a fowler beast then is he, 

'*" Ywis of none never heard ye." 

Sir William Dugdale is of opinion that the story of Guy 
not wholly apocryphal, though he acknowledges the 
onks have sounded out his praises too hyperbc^cflJly. In 
irticular, he gives the duel fought with the Dan^ cham- 
on as a real historical truth, and fixes the date of it in 
le year 926, aetat. Guy GT. See his Warwicksflilfe. 
The following is written upon the same plan as ballad 
. Book I. but which is the original, and which the copy^ 
innot be decided. This song is ancient, as may be infer- 
d from the idiom preserved in the margin, ver. $>4. 102 : 
id was once popular, as appears from Fletcher's Knight 
• the Burning Pestle, Act 2. sc. ult. 
It is here published from an ancient MS copy in the 
iitor*s old folio volume, collated with two printed ones, 
le of which is in black letter in the Pepys collection. 

W AS ever knight for ladyes sake 

Soe tost in love, aa I Qir Guy 
For Phelis fayre, that lady bright 

As ever man beheld with eye ? 

She gave me leave myself to try, 5 

The valiant knight with sheeld and speare. 

Ere that her love shee wold grant me ; 
Whidh made mee venture for and neare. 
VOL. HI. L Then 
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Tlien proved I a baron bold> 

In deeds of armes the doughtyest knight 1^ 
That in those dayes in England was, 

\^th sworde and speare in feild to fight 

An English man I was by birthe : 
In faith of Christ a ehristyan true : 

The wicked lawes of infidells ^^ 

I sought by prowesse to subdue. 

' Nine* hundred twenty yeere and odde 

After our Saviour Christ his birth. 
When king Ath^lstone wore the crowne, 

I lived heere upon the earth. SO 

Sometime I was of Warwicke erle, , 

And, as I sayd, of very truth 
A ladyes love did me constraine 

To seeke strange ventures in my youth. 

To win me Baune by feates of armes 2& 

In strange and simdry heathen lands ; 

Where I atchieved for her sake 
Right dangerous conquests with my hands. 

For first I sayled to Normandye, ^ 

And there I stoutlye wan in fight SO 

The emperours daughter of Almaine, 
From manye a vallyant worthye knight. 

Ver.9. TheprwdtirGuy, PC. Ver. 17. Twohtmand^hlS. aadP. 

Then 



THE LEGEND OF SIR GUT. 147 

Then passed I the seas to Greece 
To helpe the emperour in his right | 

Against the mightye souldans hoaste 35 

Of puissant Persians for to fight. 

Where I did slay of Sarazens, 
And heathen pagans^ manye a man ; 

And slew the souldaiis cozen deere. 
Who had to name doughtye Coldi^. 40 

Eskeldered a famous knight 

To death likewise I did pursue : 
And Elmayne king of Tyre alsoe. 

Most terrible in fight to viewe. 

I went into the souldans hoast, 45 

Being thither on embassage sent^ 
And brought his head awaye with mee } 

I having slaine him in his tent 

There was a dragon in that land 

Most fiercelye mett me by the waye 6Q 

As hee a lyon did pursue. 

Which I myself did alsoe slay. 

Then soon I past the seas from Greece, 

And came to P^vye land aright : 
Where I the duke of Payye killed, 65 

Hia hainOufi treason to requite. 

L 9 To 
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To England then I came with speeds^ 

To wedd £ure Fhelis lady bright : 
For love of whome I travelled ftur 

To try my manhood and my might. 60 

But when I had espoused her, 

I stayd with her but fortye dayes. 
Ere that I left this ladye fkire. 

And vfent from her beyond the seas. 

All cladd in gray, in pilgrim sort, 65 

My voyage from her I did take 
Unto the blessed Holy-land, 

For Jesus Christ my Savours sake. 

Where I erle Jonas did redeeme. 

And all his sonnes, which were fifteene, 70 

Who with the cruell Sarazens 

In prison for long time had beene. 

I slew the gyant Amarant 

In battel fiercelye hand to hand : 
-And doughty Barknard killed I, 75 

A treacherous knight of Pavye land. 

Then I to England came againe. 

And here with Colbronde fell I fought : 

An ugly gyant, which the Danes -^^ 
Had for their champion hitheir bfiMigtat SO 

I over- 
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I overcame him in the feild> 

And slewe him soone right valliantlye ; 
Wherebye this land I did redeeme 

From Danish tribute utterlye. 

And afterwards I gffered upp 85 

The use of weapons solemnlye • 
At Winchester, whereas I fought. 

In sight of manye &rr and nye. 

' But first,' neare Winsor, I did slaye 

A bore of passing might and strength 5 dO 

Whose like in England never was ^ 

For hugenesse both in bredth and length. 

Some of his bones in Warwicke yett 

Within the castle there doe lye : 
One of his sheeld-bones to this day 05 

Hangs in the citye of Coventrye, 

On Dunsmore heath I alsoe slewe 

A monstrous wyld and cruell beast, 
Calld the Dun-cow of Dunsmore heath -, 

Which manye people had opprest. 100 

Some of her bones in Warwicke yett 

Still for a monument doe lye / 
And there exposed to lookers viewe 

As wonderous strange, they may espye. 

Ver. 94. 102. doth lye, MS. 

A dragon^ 
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A dragon in Northumberland 105 

I alsoe did in fight destroye^ 
Which did bothe man and beast oppresse. 

And all the comitrye sore annoye. 

At length to Warwicke I did come. 

Like pilgrim poore, and was not knoiyiie 3 llO 
And there I lived a hermitts life 

A mile and more out of the towne. 

Where with my hands I hewed a house 

Out of a craggy rocke of stone j 
And lived like a palmer poore 115 

Within that cave myself alone i 

And daylye came to begg my bread 

Of Rielis att my castle gate j 
Not knowne unto my loved wifie. 

Who dailye mourned for her mate. 120 

Tin att the last 1 feU sore sicke. 
Yea sicke soe sore that I must dye; 

I sent to her a ring of golde. 
By which shee knew me presentlye. 

Then shee repairing to the cave * 185 

Before that I gave up the ghost j 
Herself closd up my dying eyes : 

My PheJis feire, whom I lovd most. 

Thus 
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Thus dreadful death did me arrest, 

'to bring my corpes unto the grave j ISO 

And like a palmer dyed I, 

Wherby I sought my soule to save. 

My body that endured this toyle. 

Though now it be consumed to mold ; 

My statue faire engraven in stone, 135 

In Warwicke still you may behold. 



n. 
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11. 



GUY AND AMARANT. 



The Editor found this Poem in his ancient folio ma* 
nuscript among the old ballads -, he was desirous^ there- 
fore, that it should still accompany them j and as it is 
not altogether devoid of merit, its insertion here will 
be pardoned. 

Although this piece seems not imperfect, there is rea- 
son to believe that it is only a part of a much laiger 
poem, which contained the whole history of sir Guy : 
for, upon comparing it with the common story book 
12mo, we find the latter to be nothing more than thb 
poem reduced to prose : which is only eflected by now 
and then altering the rhyme, and throwing out some 
few of the poetical ornaments. The disguise is so slight, 
that it is an easy matter to pick complete stanzas in any 
page of that book. 

The author of this poem has shown some invention. 
Though he took the subject fVom the old romance quoted 
before, he has adorned it afresh, and made the story 
intirely his own. 

vFuY journeyes towards that sanctifyed ground. 
Whereas the Jewes fayre citye sometime stood, 

Wherin our Saviours sacred head was crownd. 
And where for sinfuU man he shed his blood : 

To see the sepulcher was his intent^ 5 

The tombe that Joseph unto Jesus lent. 

Wi* 
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With tedious miies he tyred his wearye ieet, /^ 

And passed dess^t places full of danger^ . . ' > 

At last with a most woefuil wight ^ did nueet^ -i ' 

Aman that ^to sorrow was ooe stranger t' ' 10 

For he had fifteen sonnes, made captives aH • 

To slavish bonda^i in extremest thraU. 

A gyant gadled Amarant detaind them. 

Whom noe man durst encounter for his st^qgth i 
Who in a castle^ which he held^ had chaiod ih&pfi f .)% 

Guy questions, where ? and underst^gods s^ l^fi^gt^ 
The place not fiuT. — Lend me thy sword^ quoth beta 
He lend my manhood all thy sonpes to &ee. 

f 

With, that he goes^ and lays upon the dore^ 

Like one that sayes, I must, and wil) cpipe in : . 20 
The gyant never was soe rowz'd before : 

* 

For noe such knocking at his gate had bin : 
Soe takes his keyes, and clubb, and cometh PUt 
Staring with ireful countenance about 

Sirra, quo^ hee, what busines hast thou heere ? 25 
Art come to feast the crowes about my wa]ls ? 

Didst never heare, noe ransome can him cleere. 
That in the compasse of my furye falls : 

For making me to take a porters paines. 

With this same clubb I will dash out thy braines. SO 

9 Erie Jonas, mentioned in the foregoing ballad. 

Cyant, 
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Gyanty quoth Guy, y*are quarrelsome I see, 
Choller and you seem very neere of kin : 

Most dangerous at the clubb belike you bee ; 
1 have bin better armd, though nowe goe thin ; 

But shew thy utmost hate, enlarge thy epight^ 9ft 

Keene is my weapon, and shall doe me right. 

Soe draws his sword, salutes him with the same 
About the head, the shoulders, and the side : 

Whilst his erected clubb doth death prodaime, 

Standinge with huge Colossus* spacious stride^ 40 

Putting such vigour to his knotty beame. 

That like a furnace he did smoke extreame. 

But on the ground he spent his strokes in vaine. 
For Guy was nimble to avoyde them stiU^ 

And ever ere he heaved his clubb againe, 45 

Did brush his plated coat against his will : 

Att such advantage Guy wold never &yle. 

To bang him soundlye in his coate of mayle. 

Att last through thirst the gyant feeble grewe. 

And sayd to Guy, As thou*rt of hiunane race, 50 

Shew itt in this, give natures wants their dewe. 
Let me but goe^ and drinke in yonder place : 

Thou canst not yeeld to ' me* a smaller tiling. 

Than to graunt life^ thats given by the spring. 

I graunt 
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I graunt thee leave/ quoth Guye> goe drink thy last^ 55 
Go pledge the dragon^ and the salvage bore*: 

Succeed the tragedyes that they have past^ 
But never thinke to taste cold water more : . 

Drinke deepe to Death and unto hun carouse : 

Bid him receive thee in his earthen house. 60 

Soe to the spring he goes, and slakes his thirst ; 

Takeing the water in extremely like 
Some wracked shipp that on a rocke is hurst. 

Whose forced hulke against the stones does stryke ; 
Scooping it in soe fast with both his hands, 65 

That Guy admiring to behold it stands. 

Come on, quoth Guy, let us to worke againe. 
Thou stayest about thy liquor overlong j 

The fish, which in the river doe remaine. 

Will want thei^by 5 thy drinking doth them wrong : 

But I will see their satisfaction made^ , 71 

With gyants blood they must, and shall be payd. 

Villaine, quoth Amarsfnt, He crush thee streight ^ 
Thy life shall pay thy daring toungs offence : 

This clubb, which is about some hundred weight, 75 
Is deathes commission to dispatch thee hence : 

Presse thee for ravens dyett I must needes j 

And breake thy bones, as they were made of reedes. 

* yVhich Guy bad slain before. Ver. 64. bulke, MS. and PCC. 

Incensed 
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Incensed much by these bold pagan bc»9te0^ 
Which iprorthye Guy cold ill endijure to beare^ 

He hewes upon those bigg supporting postes^ 
Which like two pillars did his body beare : 

Amarant for those wounds in choUer growea 

And desperatelye att Guy his clubb he throwes : 

Which did directly on his body light, 85 

Soe violent, and weighty there-withall. 

That downe to ground on sudden came the knight 5 
And, ere he cold recover from the fall| 

The gyant gott his clubb againe in fist. 

And aimd a stroke that wonderfiillye mist. 90 

Traytor, quoth Guy, thy falsliood He repay. 
This coward act to intercept my bloode. 

Sayes Amarant, He murther any way. 
With enemyes all vantages are good : 

O could I poyson in thy nostrills blowe, 95 

Besure of it I wold dispatch thee soe. 

Its weU, said Guy, thy honest thoughts appeare. 
Within that beastlye bulke where devills dwell ; 

Which are thy tenants while thou livest hearc. 
But will be landlords when thou comest in hell : 100 

Vile miscreant, prepare thee 'for their den, 

Inhumane monster, hatefull unto men. 

But breathe thy selfe a time, while I goe drinke. 
For flameing Phoebus with his fyerye eye • 

Torments 
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Torments tale iot with buraiDg heat^ I tliii&e 10C» 

My thirst wold serve to drinke an ocean drye : 
Forbear a litle^ as I delt with thee. 
Quoth Amaranth 'Thou hast noe foole of mee. 

Noe, sillye wretch> my father taught more wittj 

How I shold xkBt such enemyes as thou ; 110 

By all my gods I doe rejoice at itt^ 

To understand that thirst constraines thee now ; 

For all the treasure, that the world containes. 

One drop of water shall not coole thy vaines. 

Releeve my foe ! why, 'twere a madmans part : 1I& 

Refresh an adversarye to mj wrong ! 
If thou imagine this, a child thou art : 

Noe, feJlowj I have known the world too long 
To be soe simple : now I know thy want, 
A minutes space df breathing 1*11 not gi'ant. 19Q 

And with these words heaving aloft his clubb 
Into the ayre, he swings the same about : 

Then shakes his lockes, and doth his temples rubb. 
And, like the Cyck)ps, in his pride doth strout : ^ 

jSirra^ sayes hee, I have you at a lift, 195 

Now you ate come imto your latest shift. 

Perish forever.: ^th this stroke I send thee 

A mecUx^ine,, that will doe thy thirst much good ; 

Take noe more care fot drinke before I end thee. 
And then wee'U have carouses of thy blood ; .^^ . ISO 

Here's 
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Here's at thee with a butcher's dowiiright blow. 
To please my fiirye with thine overthrow. 

Infernally hlse, obdurate feend, said Guy, 
That seemst a lumpe of crueltye from hell } 

Ungratefull monster^ since thou dost deny 135 

The thing to mee wherin I used thee well : 

With more revenge^ than ere my sword did make. 

On thy accursed head revenge He take. 

Thy gyants longitude shall shorter shrinke. 

Except thy sun-scorcht skin be weapon proof: 140 
Farewell my thirst } I doe disdaine to drinke; 
X Streames keepe your waters to your owne behoof j 

Or let wild beasts be welcome thereunto ; 
With those pearle drops I will not have to do. 

Here^ tyrant, take a taste of my good-will, 145 

For thus I doe begin my bloodye bout : 

You cannot chuse but like the greeting ill | 
It is not that same clubb will beare you out ; 

And take this payment on thy shaggye crowne— 

A blowe that brought him with a vengeance downe. 150 

Then Guy sett foot upon the monsters brest. 
And from his shoulders did his head divide ; 

Which with a yavminge mouth did gape, unblest ; 
Noe dragons jawes were ever scene soe wide 

To open and to shut, till life was spent. ^ 155 

Then Guy tooke keyes, and to the castle went • 

Where 
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Where manye.woefuU captives he did find, : .. . •']* 

Which had beene tyred with extremitye^ i >■ . .\ • 

Whom he in freiudly manner did unbind> . - ■[ 

And reasoned with them of their miseryes : 160 

£ehe told a tale with teares> and sighes^ and cryea^. 

All weeping to him with complaining eyes. 

There tender ladyes in darke dungeons lay. 
That were swprised in the desart wood. 

And had noe other dyett everye day, 166 

But flesh of humane creatures for their food : 

Some with their lovers bodyes had beene fed. 

And in their wombes their husbands buryed. 

Now he bethinkes him of his being there. 

To enlarge the wronged brethren from their woes : 170 

And^ as he searcheth^ doth great clamours heare. 
By which sad sound's direction on he goes, 

Untill he findes a darksome obscure«gate, 

Arm*d strongly ouer all with iron plate. 

That he unlockes, and enters, where appeares 175 

The strangest object that he ever saw ; 
Men that with famishment of many yeares. 

Were like deathes picture, which the painters draw 3 
Divers of them were hanged by eche thombe 5 
Otheris head-downward : by the middle i^ome. 180 
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With diligence he takes them from the walle, ■ 

With lybertye their tbraldome to acquaint : ^^ 

Then 
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Then the perplexed knight their £Kther calls» 

• And sayes^ Receive thy sonnes though poore obi irffit: 
I promisd you their lives, accept of that $ 
B«lt did not warrant you they shold be &t. 

The castle I doe give thee, heere's the keyes^ 
Where tyranye for many yceres did dwell : 

Procure the gentle tender ladyes eas6, 

For pittyes sake, use wronged women wdl : W(> 

Men easilye revenge the wrongs men do -, 

But poore weake women have not strength thereto. 

The good old man, e^^en overjoyed with this. 

Fell on the ground, and wold have kist Guys feete : 

Father, quoth he, refraine soe base a kiss, 195 

For age to honor youth I hold unmeete : 

Ambitious pryde hath hurt mce all it can, 

I goe to mortiiie a sinfull man. 

*4t* The foregoing poem on Guy and Amarakt has 
been discovered to be a fragment of ** The £unous his- 
" torie of Guy earlc of Warwicke, by Samukl Row- 
*' LANDS, London, printed by J. Bell, 1649," 4to. in 
xii cantos, beginning thus : 

" When dreadful Mars in armour every day.** 

Whether the edition in 1649 was the first, is not known, 
but the author Sam. Rowlands was one of the minor 
poets who lived in the reigns of Queen Elizabeth and 
James I. and perhaps later. His other poems arc 
chiefly of the religious kind, which nteke«! it probable 

that 
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B history of Guy was one of his earliest perform- 
-There are extant of his (1.) '^ The beti'aying 
irist, Judas in dispaire, the seven words of our 
mr on the crosse, with other poems on the pas- 
&c. 1598, 4to. [Ames Typ. p. 428.]— (^.) A 
tre of delightful Recreation. Lond. printed for 
ihnson, 1605," 4to. (Penes editor.) This is a 
F poems on subjects chiefly taken from the Old 
lent. (^.) '' Memory of Christ's miracles, in 
. Lond. 1618, 4to." (4.) '' Heaven's glory, 
.'s vanity, and hell's horror." Lond. 1638, 8vo. 
two in Bod. Cat] 

le present edition the foregoing poem has been 
mproved from the printed copy. 
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IIL 
THE AULD GCX)D.MAN, 

A SCOTTISH SONG. 

I have not been able to meet with a more ancient 
copy of thii9 humorous old song, than that printed in 
the Tea-Table Miscellany, &c. wliich seems to have adT 
mitted some corruptions. 

Ajate in an evening forth I went 

A little before the sun gade down, 
And there I chiane't, by accident, i 

To light on a battle new begun : 
A man and his wife wer fawn in a strife, 5 

I canna weel teU ye how it began ; 
But aye she wail'd her wretched life, 

Cryeng, Evir alake, mine auld goodman ! 

HE. 

Thy auld goodman, that thou tells of. 

The country kens where he was born, 10 

Was but a silly poor vagabond. 

And ilka ane leugh him to scorn : 
Fpr he did spend and make an end 

Of gear ' |iis Others nevir* wan 5 
He gart the poor stand frae the door j 15 

^^e tell nae mair of thy auld goodms^^. 
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SHE. 

My hearty alake ! is liken to break> 

Whan I think on my winsome John» 
His blinkan ee^ and gait sae free^ 

Was naithing like thee, thou dosend drone \ 20 
Wi* his rosie face> and flaxen hair. 

And skin as white as ony swan> 
He was large and tall, and comely .withall ; 

Thoult nevir be like mine auld goodman. 

HE. 

Why dost thou plein ? I thee mainf ein 5 25 

For meal and mawt thou disna want : 
But thy wild bees I canna please. 

Now whan our gear gins to grow scant : 
Of houshold stuff thou hast enough 5 

Thou wants for neither pot nor pan ; 30 

Of sicklike ware he left thee bare 5 

Sae tell nae mair of thy auld goodman. 

SHE. 

Yes I may tell, and fret my sell. 

To think on those blyth days I had. 
Whan I and he together ley 35 

In armes into a well-made bed : 
But now I sigh and may be sad. 

Thy courage is cauld, thy colour wan. 
Thou falds thy feet^ and fe's asleep; 

Thoult nevir be like mine auld goodman. 40 

M 2 ' Then 
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Then coming was the night sae dark. 

And gane was a* the light of day : 
The carle was fear'd to miss his mark> 

And therefore wad nae longer stay : 
Then up he gat, and ran his way, 45 

I trowe, the wife the day she wan j 
And aye the owreword of the fray 

Was, £vir alake ! mine auld goodman. 



IV. 
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IV. 



FAIR MARGARET AND SWEET WILLIAM. 



This seems to bp the old song quoted in Retcher's 
'^ Knight of the Burning Pestle," Acts 2d and 3d 3 
although the §ix lines there preserved are somewhat 
different from those in the ballad^ as it stands at pre- 
sent. The Reader will not wonder at this, when he is 
informed that this is only given from a modern printed 
copy picked up on a stall. Its full title is, ^' Fair Mar- 
*' garet*s Misfortunes $ or Sweet William's frightful 
*' dreams on his wedding night, with the sudden death 
*' and burial of those noble lovers.'* — 

The lines preserved in the play are this distich, 
'' You are no love for me, Margaret, 
'^ 1 am no love for you.** 
And the following stanza. 

When it was grown to dark midnight. 

And all were last asleep. 
In came Margarets grimly ghost 
'^ And stood at Williams feet. 
These lines have acquired an importance by giving birth 
to one of the most beautiful ballads in our own or any 
language. See the song intitled Margaret*s Ghost, 
at the end of this volume. 

Since the first edition some improvements have been 
inserted, which were communicated by a lady of the 
first distinction, as she had heard this song repeated iu 
her in^uicy. 



€< 
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\6S FAIR MARGARET AND 

iJLs it fell out on a long summer's day 

Two lovers they sat on a hill -, 
They sat together that long summer's day. 

And could not talk their fill. 

I see no harm by you, Margar^t^ 5 

And you see none by mee ^ 
Before to-morrow at eight o* the clock 

A rich wedding you shall see. 

Fair Margaret sat in her bower-windbw. 
Combing her yellow hair 5 10 

There she spyed sweet William and his bride, 
As they were a riding near. 

Then down she layd her ivory combe. 

And braided her hair in twain : 
She went alive out of her bower. 

But ne'er came alive in't again. 

When day was gone, and night was come. 

And all men fiist asleep. 
Then came the spirit of feir Marg'rct, 

And stood at Williams feet. 

Are you awake, sweet William ? shee said; 

Or, sweet William, are you asleep ? 
God give you joy of your gay bride-bed. 

And me of my winding sheet. 

When 
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When (ky was come> and night was gone> 25 

And all men wak*d from sleep^ 
Sweet William to his lady sayd. 

My dear^ I have cause to weep. 

I dreamt a dream^ my dear lady^. 

Such dreames are never good : SO 

I dreamt my bower was full of red ' wine*> 

And my bride-bed fiill of blood. 

Such dreams^ such dreams^ my honoured Sir> 

They never do prove good j 
To dream thy bower was fiill of red ' wine', 3$ 

And thy bride-bed full of blood. 

He called up his merry men all. 

By one, by two, and by three 5 
Saying, Fll away to fair Marg'ret's bower, 

By the leave of my ladi^. 40 

And when he came to £adr Margaret's bower. 

He knocked at the ring ; 
And who so ready as her seven brethren 

To let sweet William in. 

Then he turned up the covering-sheet, 45 

Pray let me see the dead ; 
Methinks she looks all pale and wan. 

She hath lost her cherry red. 



Ver. 31. 35. Swine, PCC. 
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111 do more for thee> Margar^t^ 

Than any of thy kin ; $0 

For I will kiss thy pale wan lips^ 

Though a smile I cannot win. 

With that bespake the seven brethren. 

Making most piteous mone : 
You may go kiss your jolly brown bricfe, 55 

And let our sister alone. 

If I do kiss my jolly brown bride, 

I do but what is right ^ 
I neer made a vow to yonder poor corpse 

By day, nor yet by night. 69 

Deal on, deal on, my merry men all. 
Deal on your cake and your wine* : 

For whatever is dealt at her funeral to-day. 
Shall be dealt to-morrow at mine. 

Fair Margaret dyed to-day, to-day, 65 

Sweet William dyed the morrow : 
Fair Margaret dyed for pure true love, / 

Sweet William dyed for sorrow. 

Mai'garet was buryed in the lower chancel. 

And William in the higher : 70 

Out of lier brest there sprang a rose. 
And out of his a briar. 

*■ Alluding to the dole anciently g^iven at funerals. 

They 
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They grew till they grew unto the church top. 
And then they could grow no higher j 

And there they tyed in a true lovers knot, 75 

Which made all the people admire. 

Then came the clerk of the parish. 

As you the truth shall hear. 
And by misfortune cut them down. 

Or they had now been there. 



V. 
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V. 



BARBARA ALLEN'S CRUELTY. 

Given^ with some corrections^ from an old black letter 
copy, intitled, *' Barbara Allen's cruelty, or the young 
man's tragedy." 

In Scarlet towne, where I was borne. 

There was a faire maid dwellin, 
Made every youth crye, Wel-awaye ! 

Her name was Barbara Allen. 

All in the merrye month of May, 5 

When greene buds they were swellin, 

Yong Jemmye Grove on his de^th-bed lay> 
For love of Barbara Allen. 

He sent his man unto her then. 

To the town where shee was dwellin 5 10 

You must come to my master deare, 

GifT your name be Barbara Allen. 

For death is printed on his face. 

And ore his hart is stealin : 
rhen haste away to comfort him, 15 

O lovelye Barbara Allen. 



fit 



Though 
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Though death be printed on his hce. 

And ore his harte is stealin. 
Yet little better shall he bee 

For bonny Barbara Allen. 20 

So slowly, slowly, she came up. 

And slowly she came nye him j 
And an she sayd, when there she came, 

Yong man, I think y*are dying. 

He turnd his face unto her strait^ 25 

With deadlye sorrow sighing 5 

iovely maid, come pity mee> 
Ime on my deth-bed lying. 

If on yoiu* death-bed you doe lye, 

What needs the tale you are tellm ; 30 

1 cannot keep you from your death ; 

FareweU, sayd Barbara Allen. 

He turnd his &ce unto the wall^ 

As deadlye pangs he fell in : . 
Adieu! adieu! adieu, to you all^ 35 

Adieu to Barbara AUen. 

As she was walking ore the fields> 

She heard the bell a knellin ; 
And every stroke did seem to saye> 

Unworthy Barbara Allen. 40 



She 
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She tumd her bodye round about. 

And spied the corps a coming : 
Laye down, lave down the corps, she sayd. 

That I may look upon him. 

With scornful eye she looked downe, 45 

Her cheeke with laughter swellin -, 
Whilst all her friends cryd out amaine j 

Unworthyc Barbara Allen. 

When he was dead, and laid in grave. 

Her harte was stiiick with sorrowe, 60 

O mother, mother, make my bed. 
For I shall dye to-morrowc. 

Hard-hartcd creature him to slight. 

Who loved me so dearlye : 
O that I had beene more kind to him, 65 

When he was alive and neai'e me ! 

She, on her death-bed as she layc, 

Beg'd to be buiied by him -, 
And sore repented of the daye. 

That she did ere denye him. 

Farewell, she sayd, ye virgins all. 

And shun the fault I fell in : 
Henceforth take warning by the fall 

Of cruel Barbara Allen. 



V 
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> VI. 

SWEET WILLIAM'S GHOST. 

A SCOTTISH SALLAD, 

From AUan Ramsay's Tea-Table Miscellany. The con- 
cluding stanza of this piece seems niodem. 

X HERE came a ghost to Margaret's door. 

With many a grievous grone. 
And ay he tirled at the pin; 

But answer made she none. 

Is this my father Philip ? 5 

Or is't my brother John ? 
Or is't my true love Willie, 

From Scotland new come home ? 

•Tis not thy father Philip 5 

Nor yet thy brother John : 10 

But tis thy true love Willie 

Fi'om Scotland new come home. 

O sweet Ma%ret ! O dear Mai^gret ! 

I pi-ay thee speak to mee : 
Give me my faith and troth, Margret, 15 

As I gave it to thee. 



Thy 
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Thy feith and troth thou'se nevir get, 

* Of me shalt nevir win/ 

Till that thou come within my bower. 

And kiss my cheek and chin. 20 

If I should come within thy bower, 

I am no earthly man : 
And should I kiss thy rosy lipp. 

Thy days will not be lang. 

O sweet Margret, O dear Margret, 25 

I pray thee speak to mee : 
Give me my feith and troth, Margret, 

As I gave it to thee. 

Thy faith and troth thou*se nevir get, 

* Of me shalt nevir win,' 30 
Till thou take me to yon kirk yard. 

An? wed me with a ring. 

My bones are buried in a kirk yard 

Afar beyond the sea. 
And it is but my sprite, Mai'gret, 35 

That's speaking now to thee. 

She stretched out her lilly-white hand. 

As for to do her best : 
Hae there your faith and troth, Willie, 

God send your soul good rest. 

Now 
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Now she has kilted her robes of green, 

A piece below her knee : 
And a' the live-lang winter night 

The dead corps followed shee. 

Is there any room at your head; Willie ? 45 

Or any room at your feet ? 
Or any room at your side, Willie, 

Wherein that I may creep ? 

There's nae Voom at my head, Margret, 

There's nae room at my feet, 60 

There's no room at my side, Margret^ 
My coffin is made so meet. 

Then up and crew the red red cock. 

And up then crew the gray : 
Tis time, tis time, my dear Margret, 55 

That ' r were gane away. 

No more the ghost to Margret said. 

But, with a grievous grone, 
Evanish'd in a cloud of mist. 

And left her all alone. 60 

P stay, my only true love, stay. 
The constant Margret cried : 

ft 

Wan grew her cheeks, she clos'd her ccn, 
Stretch'd her saft limbs, and died. 



vn. 
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VII. 

SIR JOHN GREHME AND BARBARA ALLAN. 

A SCOTTISH BALLAD. 

Printed^ with a few conjectural emendations^ from 

a written copy. 

It. was in and about the Martuunas time;. 
When the greene leaves wer a fisdlan ; 

That Sir John Grehme o* the west countrye. 
Fell in luve wi* Barbara Allan. 

He sent his man down throw the towne^ 5 

To the plaice wher she was dwellan : 

O haste and cum to my maister deare. 
Gin ye bin Barbara Allan* 

O hooly, hooly raise she up. 

To the plaice wher he was lyan 5 10 

And whan she drew the curtain by. 

Young man^ I think ye*re dyan *, 

* An ingenious friend thinks the rhymes Ihfand and Ljfond 
ought to be transposed; as the taunt Young num, I tkmk y^rt 
hfUTid, would be veiy characteristical, 

Oits 
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O its Tm sick, and very very sick. 

And its a* for Barbara Allan. 
O the better for me ye*se never be, 15 

Though your harts blude wer spillan. 

Bemember ye nat in the tavern, sir. 

Whan ye the cups wer fillan ; 
How ye made the healths gae round and rounds 

And slighted Barbara Allan? W 

He tum'd his face unto the wa% 

And death was with him dealan ; 
Adiew ! adiew ! my dear friends a*. 

Be kind to Barbara Allan. 

Then hooly, hooly raise she up, ^5 

And hooly, hooly left him ; 
And sighan said, she could not stay. 

Since death of life had reft him. 

She had not gane a mile but twa, 

Whan she heard the deid-bell knellan$ 30 

And everye jow the deid-bell geid. 

Cried,, Wae to Barbara Allan ! 

O mither, mither, mieJc my bed, 

O mak it saft and narrow : 
Since my love died for me to day, ' 35 

Ise die for him. to morrowe. 

VOL. in. N VIII. 
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VIII. 



THE BAILIFFS DAUGHTER OP ISUSGfG!^^ 



From an aacient black-letter copy in tke Pep^ O^^^^l- 
locition^ with some improvements communicated 1^3^ & 
lady as she had heard the same recited in her your^^^* 
The fiill title is, "True love requited : Or, the BailLfif^ '» 
daughter of IsUngton.*' 



Islington in NorfoBc is probably the j^ace here mc^JC^-^* 

JL HERB was a youthe^ and a well-bdoived yoaHtx^^ 

And he was a squires son : 
He loved the bayliffes daughteit dearo^ 

That lived in Islington. 

Yet she was coye^ and would not beikYe ^ 

That be did love her soe^ 
Noe nor at any time would she ^ 

Any countenance to him showe. 

But when his friendeft did understand 

His fond and foolish Qiinde, % ^ 

They sent him up to fiure London s 
An apprentice finr to hinde. . . 
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And wbea he bad be^ti seven hmg yeaxek^ 

And never his lave could dee: 
Many a teare have I shed for her sake, IjS 

When she little thought of inee. 

Hien all the maida 9i IsKagton 

Went forth to sport and pkye. 
All but the hayUSsB daju^ter deate) 

She secretly 8t(^ awaye« . 9Q 

She puHed off hei^ gowne of gree jie, 

.And put on ragged attir6> 
And to &ire London she would gb 

Her true love to enqture. 

And as she went akMbg the hi^ roady '25 

The weather bdng hot and drye^ 
She sat her downe upon a green hank, 

AjmI her tfoe love came ridiog by^ • 

She started up, with a colour soe redd^ 

Catching hold of his bridle-reine ; 30 

One pennyi one penny> kind sur^ she sayd. 
Will ease me of much paine. 

Before I give you one penhy^ sweet-heart, 
Praye tell me where you wei*e borne. 

At Islington, kind sir, sayd shee, SS 

Where I have had many a scome. 

K 2 . I prythee. 
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I prythee^ sweet-hearty then tell to mee, 

O tell me, whether, you knowe 
The baylififes dau^-hter of Islington. 

She is dead, sir, long agoe. 40 

^f she be dead, then take my hone. 

My saddle a^d bridle also; 
For I will into some fyrr countrye^ 

Where noe man shall me knowe. 

O st$^e, Q staye, thou gopdlye youthej^ 4ft 

She standeth by thy side ; 
She is here aHve, she is not deadj^ 

And readye to be thy bride. 

P ferewell griefe, and welcome joye. 

Ten thousand times therefore ; 5Q 

l^or nowe I have founde mine owne true love» 
Whom I thought I should never see more. 



IX. 



*»« y'lttovr J,,,. 
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'^'ffi mLLOW TREE. 
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CUDDY. 

Shee that long true love profest. 

She hath robb'd my heart of rest : 

For she a new love loves, not mee j ,15 

Which makes mie wear the willowe-tree. 

WILLY. 

Come theuj shepherde, let xis jcnne. 

Since thy happ is like to mine: 

Vbr the siaid I thought most tij^ 

M^ hath al^o bid adieu. 90 

CUDDY, 

Thy hard happ doth mine appease, 
Companye doth sorrowe ease : 
Tet, PhiUis, still I pine for th^i 
And still must weare the wiUpwe-tre^ 

WILLY. 

Shepherde, be advis'd by mee, ^ 

- Cast off grief ai;id wOlowe-trce : 
For thy grief brings her contents 
She is pleas*d if thou lament. 

CUDDY. 

Herdsman, I*llberurd by thee. 

There lyes grief and wUlowe-tree : ^ 

Henceforth I will do as they. 

And love a new love every day* 



'inn lady's falU liS 



/ 



X. 
THE LADY'S FAL^ 



— ^is given (with cofrections) from the editor's an- 
ent folio MS. collated with two printed copies in 
ack-letter ; one in the British Museum^ the other in 
le Pepys Collection. Its old title is, '^A lamentable 
ballad of the Lady's fell." To the tune of "In Pescod 
Time, &c." — ^The h^Jtaid here referred to is preserved 
L the Muses Library, 8vo. p. ^1. It is an allegory 
* vision, intitled, '^ The Shephbrd*s Slumb^br/* and 
pens with some pretty rural images, viz. 

'' In pescod time when hound to horn 

'* Gives eare till buck be kil*d, 
'' And Uttle lads with pipes of come 
Sate keeping beasts a-field. 



€C 



I went to gather strawberries 
By woods and groves full feir, &c.' 



IVxARKE well my heavy dolefiiU tale. 

You loyall loveirs all. 
And heedfuUy beare in your brest 

A gallant ladyes feU. 
Long was she wooed, ere shee was wonne^ ^ 

To lead a wedded life. 

But folly wrought her overthrowe 

Befctre 9hee was a wife. 

Too 
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Too soone^ stlas \ shee gave consent 

And yeelded to his will, 10 

Though he protested to be true. 

And feithfiill to her still 
Shee felt her body altered quite. 

Her bright hue waxed pale. 
Her lovelye cheeks changed color white, 15 

Her strength began to fayle. 



Soe that with many a sorrowful sigh. 

This beauteous la^ye milde. 
With greeved hart, perceived herselfe 

To have conceived with childe. 20 

Shee kept it from her parents sight 

As close as close might bee. 
And soe put on her silken gowne 

None might her swelling see. 



Unto her lover secretly S5 

Her greefe shee did bewray. 
And, walking with him hand in hand, j 

These words to him did say ^ 
Behold^ quoth shee, a maids distresse 

By love brought to thy bowe, SO 

Behold I goe with childe by thee, 

Tho none thereof doth knowe. 

The 
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The litle babe springs in my wombe 

To heare its fathers voyce> * 

Lett it not be a bastard called^ 35 

Sith I made thee my choyce: 
Come^ come, my love, perform thy vowe 

And wed me out of hand'; 
O leave me not in this extreme 

Of griefe, alas ! to stand. 40 



Think on thy former promises. 

Thy oathes and vowes eche one ^ 
Remember with what bitter teares 

To mee thou madest thy moane. 
Convay me to some secrett place, 45 

And marry me with speede ; 
Or with thy rapyer end my life. 

Ere further shame proceede. 



Alacke ! my beauteous love, quoth hee. 

My joye^ and only dear; 50 

Which way can I convay thee hence. 
When dangers are so near ? 

Thy friends are all of hye degree. 
And I of meane estate ; 

Full hard it is to gett thee forthe 55 

Out of thy fathers gate. 

Dread^^ 
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■ 

Dread not thy life to save my §amtp 

For> if thou taken bee> 
My selfe will step betweene the sworia. 

And take the harme on mee : 6Q 

Soe shall I scape dishonor quite ; 

And if I should be slaine» 
What could they say^ but that true lore 

Had wrought a ladyes bane. 



But feare not any further harme ; 65 

My selfe will soe derise^ 
That I will ryde away with thee 

Unknowen of mort^ eyes : 
Disguised like some pretty page 

He meete thee in the darke, 70 

And all alone lie come to thee 

Hard by my fathers parke. 



And there> quoth hee. He meete my deare 

If God soe lend me life^ 
On this day month without all feyle 7S 

I will make thee my wife. 
Then with a sweet and loving "kisse^ 

They parted presentlye^ 

And att their partinge bfinbh teai^ 

Stoode in eche others eye. 80 

Att 
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Att length the wished daj WM come. 

On which thit beaiiteoiis mnjA, 
With longing eyes, and strangd attire> 

For her true lorer stayd* 
When any pexBon shee egpytd 8( 

Come ryding ore the piaine> 
She hop*d it was her owne true love ? 

But all her hi^pes were vaiiie. 



Then did shee weepe and dor% bewayle 

Her most unhappy &te ; 90 

Then did shee speake these woefiill words, • 

As succourless she sale; 
O ftJse, forswome, and faithlesse man, 

Disloyall in thy kn'e. 
Hast thou forgott thy promise past, : 95 

And wilt thou peijured prove ? 



And hast thou now forsaken mee 

In this my great distresse. 
To end my dayes in open shame. 

Which thou mightst well redresse ? 100 

Woe worth the time I e^ believed 

That flattering tongue of thine : 

Wold God that I had nev^ seene 

The teares of thy felse eyne. 

And 



188 THE LADl'S FALL. 

And tl\us with many a sorrowful sigh> * 106 

Homewards shee went againe ; 
Noe rest came in her waterye eyes> 

Shee felt such privye paine. 
In travail strong shee fell that nighty 

With many a bitter throwe } 110 

What woefiill paines shee then did fed. 

Doth eche good woman knowe. 



Shee called up her waidng mayd. 

That lay at her bedds feete^ 
Who musing at her mistrete woe> . 115 

Began fiill fast to weepej 
Weepe not> said shee> but shutt the dores. 

And windowes round about. 
Let none bewray my wretched state. 

But keepe all persons out. 1!20 



O mistress, call your mother deare 

Of women you have neede, - 
And of some skilfull midwifes helpe. 

That better may you speed. 
Call not my mother for thy life, 185 

Nor fetch no woman here j 

The midwifes helpe comes all too late. 

My death I doe not feare. 

With 
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With that the babe sprang from her wombe 

No creature being nye, 130 

And with one sighe^ which brake her hart^ 

This gentle dame did dye. 
The lovely litle infant younge, 

Th9 mother being dead. 
Resigned its new received breath 136 

To him that had it made. 



N^t i)iQming came her own true love, : \ 

• Aflrighted at the newes. 
And hp for sorrow slew himselfe> 

: ■ I 

Whom eche one did accuse. 140 

The mother with her new borne babe. 

Were laide both in one grave : 
Their parents overwome with woe. 

No joy thenceforth cold have. 



Take heed, you dayntye damsells all, 145 

Of flattering words beware. 
And to the honour of your name 

Have an especial care. 
Too true, alas ! this story is. 

As many one can tell : \^ 

'By others harmes learne to be wise. 

And you shall do full well. 
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WALY WALY, LOVE BE BONNY. 

A SCOTTISH SONO* 



This is a very ancient BOtig, but we emM di^ give 
it from a modem copy. Some editions mimlk of the 
four last lines in the second stanza have these^ which 

have too much merit to be wholly suppressed : 

< ■ 

" Whan cockle shells turn siller be]]s, 
" And muscles grow on every tree, 

'^ When frost and snaw saB warm m aw', . 
" Than sail my love prove true to me/' 

See* the Orpheus Caledoai^^ &c. 

Arthur*6-seat^ mentioned in ver. 17> is a hill near Edin- 
borough ; at the bottom of which is St. Anthony's welL 



WALY waly up the bank. 
And waly waly down the brae> 

And waly waly yon burn side. 
Where I and my love wer wont to gae. 

1 leant my back unto an aik, 

I thought it was a trusty tree -, 

But first it bow'd, and syne it brak, 

Sae my true love did lichtly me. 



#. 



O waly 
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O waly waly^ gin love be bonny; 

A little time while it is new 5 10 

But when its auld> it waxeth cauld^ 

And ftuies awa' like morning dew. 
O wherfore shuld I busk my head ? 

Or wherfore shuld I luipie my hair I 
For my true ^ve has me forsook, 15 

And says he *J|1 fit^vcr loe me mair. 



Now Arthur-seat sail be my bed. 

The sheets shall neii- be fyl'd by me : » 
Saint Antonys well sail be my drink. 

Since ray true love has forsaken me. 90 

Mani*ma8 wind, when wilt thou blaw. 

And shake the green leaves afip the tree } 
O gentle death, whan wilt thou cum ? 

For of my life I am wearle. 



Tis not the frost, that freezes fell, 25 

Nor blawing snaws inclemencie ; 
'Tis not sic cauld, that makes me cry. 

But my loves heart grown cauld to me. 
Whan we came in by Glasgowe town. 

We were a comely sight to see, SO 

My love was cled in black velvet. 

And I my sell in cramasie. 

But 
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But had I wist, before I kisst. 

That love had been sac ill to win ; 
I had lockt my heart in a case of gowd, 35 

And pinnd it with a siller pin. 
And> oh ! if my youn^ babe were bom^ 

And set upon the nurses knee. 
And I my sell were dead and gane ! 

For a maid again Ise never be. 40 
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XIJ. 

THE BRIDE'S BURIAL. 

From two ancient copies in black-letter : one m the 
Pepys Collection 3 the other in the British Miuteom. 

To the tune o^ ''The Lady's Fafl." 

V/OMB moume, come ilnoume with mee. 

You loyall loven all } 
Lament my loss in weeds of woe. 

Whom griping grief doth dirall. 

Like to the drooping vine, 5 

Cut by the gardener*s knife. 
Even so my heart, with sorrow slaine. 

Doth bleed for my sweet wife* 

By d^th, that grislye ghost. 

My turtle dove is slaine, 10 

And I am left, wDib&'ppy man. 

To spend my dayes in paine. 

Her beauty late so bnght. 

Like roses in their prime. 
Is wasted like the mountain snowe, 15 

Before warme Phebus* shine. 
TOL. III. o Her 
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Her {aire red colour'd cheeks 

Now pale and wan ; her eyes. 
That late did shine like crystal stars, 

Alas, their light it dlies ; 90 

Her prettye lilly hands. 

With fingers long fuad sroaU, 
Iq colour like thei earthly claye> . 

Yea, cold and stiff withall. 

When as th^ morningTStar ^5 

Her golden gates had spred. 
And that the gUt^ripg sun arose. 

Forth from,^ Thetis* bed j 

Then did my love awake. 

Most like a lilly-floweTk • SO 

And as the lovely queene of hei^ven> 

So shone shee in her bower. 

Attired was shee then 

like Flora in her pride. 
Like one of bright Diana's nymphs, '^^ 

So looked my loving bride. 

And as fair Helens face 

Did Grecian dames besmirche. 
So did my dear exceed in sight 

All vijgins in the ehuxck 40 

When 
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When we had knitt the knott 

Of holy wedlock-band, 
Idke alabaster joyh'd to jett. 

So ]^tood we hand m hand; 

Then lo ! a chiUmg cold 45 

Strucke every vital part. 
And griping gri^^ like pangs of death, 

Seiz*d on my true love*s heart. 

Down in a swoon she fell. 

As cold as any stone ; 50 

like Venus picture lacking life. 

So was my love brought home. 

At length her rosye red, 

Thrpughout her comely &ce. 
As Phoebus beames with watry doudes 5S 

Was coyer'd for a space. 

When with a grievous groane. 

And voice both hoarse and drye. 
Farewell, quoth she, my loving Ikiend, 

For I this (daye must dye ; 60 

The messenger of God 

With golden trumpe I see, 
^ith manye other angels moi^. 

Which sound and call finr mee. 

0$ lQ9tead 
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Instead of musicke sweet> 6S 

Go toll my passing-bell -, 
And with sweet flowers straw my grave; 

That in my chamber smell. 

Strip off my bride*s arraye^ 
My cork shoes from my feet} 70 

« 

Andj gentle mother^ be not Goye 
To bring my winding-shee^. 

My wedding dinner drest, 

Bestowe upon the poor^ 
And on the hungry^ needy, maimde, 75 

Now craving at the door. 

Instead of virgins yong. 

My bride-bed for to see^ 
Go cause some cunning carpenter. 

To make a chest for mee. 80 

My bride laces of silk 

Bestowd^ for maidens meet. 
May fitly serve, when I am deady 

To tye my hands and feet. 

And thou, my lover true, 85 

My hutbanc( and my Mend, 
Let me intreat thee here to staye. 

Until my life doth end. 

Now 
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Now leave to talk of loye. 

And humblye oja your knee> : 90 

Direct your prayers unto God : 

But mourn no more for mec, .' * 

In love as we have livde, 

In love let us depart ; 
And I, in token of my love, 95 

Do kiss^thee with my heart. 

staimch those bootless teares. 
Thy weeping tis in vaine j 

1 am not lost, for wee in heaven 

Shall one daye meet againe. 100 

With that shee tum'd askie. 

As one disposed to sleep. 
And like a lamb departed life : 

Whose friends did sorely weep. 

Her true love seeing this, 105 

Did fetch a grievous groane, 
As tho* his heart would burst in twaine. 

And thus he made his moane. 

O darke and dismal daye, 

A daye of grief and care, 110 

That hath bereft the sun so bright^ 

Whose beams re&esht the air. 

Now 
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Now woe unto the world. 

And all that therein dwell, 
O that I were with thee in heaven, 115 

For here I live in heU. 

And now this lover lives 

A discontented life. 
Whose bride was brought unto the gi^ve 

A maiden and a wife. 190 

A garland fresh and feire 

Of Mies there was made. 
In sign of her virginitye. 

And 6n her coffin laid. 

Six maidens all in white, 125 

Did beare her to the ground : 
The bells did ring in solemn sort. 

And made a dolefull sound. 

In earth they laid her then, 150 

For hungry wormes a preye j 
So shall the £urest face alive 

At length be brought to claye. 
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XIII. 
DULCfNA. 

« 

Given from two ancient copies, one in black-print, 
the Pepys Collection, the other in the £ditor*s folio 
S. Each of these contained a stanza not found in the 
her. What seemed the best readings were selected 
3m both. 

This song is quoted as very popular in Walton's 
)mpleat Angler, chap. 2. It is more ancient than the 
Had of Robin Good-Fellow printed below, which 
t is supposed to have been written by Ben Jonson. 

As at noone Dulcina rested 

In her sweete and shady bower. 
Came a shepherd, and requested 
In her lapp to sleepe an hour. 

But from her looke 5 

A wounde he tooke 
Soe deepe, that for a fiirther boone 
The nymph he prayes. 
Wherto shee sayes, 
Forgoe me now, come to me soone. lo 

But in vayne shee did coojure him 

To depart her presence soe j 
Having a thousand tongues to allure him> 

And but one to bid him goe : 

Where 
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Where lipps invite^ 15 

And eyes delight^ 
And cheekes, as fr^h pa rose in june^ 

Persuade delay ; 

What boots, she say, 
Forgoe me now, come to me soone ? 90 

He demands what time for pleasure 
Can there be more fit than now : 
Slie sayes, night gives love that leysure. 
Which the day can not allow. 

He sayes, the sight 25 

f Improves delight. 
' Which she denies : Nights mirkie noone 
In Venus* playes 
Makes bold, shee sayes ; 
Forgoe me now, come to mee soone. ^ 

But what promise or profession 

From his hands could purchase scope ? 
Who would sell the sweet possession 
Of suche beautye fbr a hope ? 

Or for the sight 35 

Of lingering night 
Foregoe the present joyes of noone } 
Though ne*er soe fidre 
^ Her speeches were, 

Foigoe me now, come to me soone. 40 

Bow, 
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Htm, at last, agreed these lovers ? 

Shee was fayre, and he was young : 
The tongue may tell what th*eye discovers ; 
Joyes unseene are never sung. 

Did shee consent^ 45 

Or he relent 5 
Accepts he night, or grants shee noone ; 

Left he her a mayd> 

Or not; shesayd 
Foigoe me no^ oeme to me soone. U 
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XIV. 

THE LADY ISABELLA'S TRACSEDY. 

This ballad is given from an old black-letter copy in 
the Pe^^s Collection, collated with anothv in the Bri- 
tish Museum, H. 263. folio. It is there intitled^ "The 
'' Lady Isabella*s Tragedy, or the Step-Mother*s Cruelty: 
*f being a relation of a lamentable and cruel murtheri 
'^ committed on the body of the lady Isabella, the only 
'' daughter of a noble I>uke> &c. To the tune of^ The 
''Lady*s Fall/* To some copies are annexed eight 
more modem stanzas, intitled^ '*The Dutchess's and 
'^ Cook*8 Lamentation." 

JL HERB was a lord of worthy &me^ 

And a hunting he would ride^ 
Attended by a noble traine 

Of gentrye by his side. 

And while he did in chase remaine, 5 

To see both sport and playe^ 
His ladye went, as she did feigne. 

Unto the church to praye. 

This lord he had a daughter deare. 

Whose beauty shone so bright, 10 

She was belov'd, both far and neare> 

Of many^a lord and knight. 

Fair 
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Fair Isabella was she call'd^ 

A creature £aire was shee; 
She was her fathers only joye ; 15 

As you shall after see. 

Therefore her cruel step-mother 

Did envye her so much. 
That daye by daye she sought her life^ 

Her malice it was such. 20 

She bargained with the master-cook^ 

To take her life awaye : 
And takiiig of her daughters book. 

She thus to her did saye. 

Go home> sweet daughter, I thee praye, ^^ 

Go hasten presentlie 5 
And tell unto the master-cook 

These wordes that I tell thee. 

And bid him dresse to dinner streight 

That fiadre and milk-white doe, SO 

That in the parke doth shine so bright. 

There's none so Mre to showe. 

This ladye fearing of no harme, 

Obey*d her mothers will ; 
And presentlye she hasted home, 35 

Her pleasure to fulfill. 

She 
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She streight into the kitchen went^ 

Her message for to tell ; 
And there she spied the master-cook^ 

Who did with malice swdl. 40 

Nowe^ master-cook> itmustbesoe. 

Do that which I thee tell : 
^ou needes must dresse the milk-white doe. 

Which you do knowe full welL 

Then streight his crueU bloodye hands, 45 

He on the ladye layd ; 
Who quivering and shaking stands. 

While thus to her he sayd : 

Thou art the doe that I must dresse 5 

See here, behold my knife 3 50 

For it is pointed presently 
To ridd thee of thy life. 

O then, cried out the scullion-boye. 

As loud as loud might bee ; 
O save her life^ good master-cook, 55 

And make your pyes of mee ! 

For pityes sake do not destroye 

My ladye with your knife j 
You know shee is her father's joye. 

For Christes sake save her life. 60 

IwiU 



I will not save her life> he jayd^ ' - ■■* 

Nor make my pyes'of thetf V • ^ 
Yet if thou dost th^ deed bewrayi^/ 

Thy butcher 1 will hec.. ,■ 

Now when thja lord he did come home ^ 65 

For to sit downe and eat 3 
He called for bis daughter deare, . 

To come and carve his meat. i..y ■'■ 

Now sit you downe, his, ladye ^yd, ' 

O sit you downe to meat : hr/ 70 

Into some nunnery she is gone ; 

Your daughter deare forget. 

Then solemnlye he made a vowe^ 

Before the compank: 
That he would neither eat nor drinke^ 76 

Until he didlier see. 

O then bespake the scuUion-boye^ 

With a loud voice so hye: 
If now you will your daughter see. 

My lord, cut up that pye : " 80 

Wherein her fleshe is minced small. 

And parched with the fire 3 
All caused by her step-mother. 

Who did her death desire. 

And 
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And cursed bee* the master-cook, 8S 

O cursed may. he bee ! 
I proffered hhn my own heart* a blood. 

From death to set her free. 

Then all in blacke this lord did moame $ 

And for his daughters 6ake» 90 

He judged her cmell step-moth^ 
To be burnt at a stake. 

Likewise he judg*d the master-cook 

In boiling lead to stand ; 
And made the simple scuUion-boye pB 

The heire of all his land. 
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XV. 

A HUE AND CRY AFTER CUPID. 

. ' '/ . • 

This Song is a kind of Translation of 'a pretty poem 
d Tasso*s, catted Amo¥e faggitivo, generally pnnted 
ymtik his Aminta^ and (nriginally imitated finom the first 
Idyllium of Moschus. 

It is extracted from Ben Jonson*s Masque at the 
marriage of lord viscount iladlngton> on Shrove-Tues- 
day 1608. One stanza> full of dry mythology^ is here 
omitted, as it had been dropt in a copy of this song 
printed in a small volume called '^ Le Pnnce d' Amour. 
Lond. 1660/* 8vo. 

x5bauties, have yee seen a toy> 

Called Love, a little boy. 

Almost naked, wanton, blinde $ 

Cruel novir, and then as kinde ? 

If he be amongst yee, say 5 ' 5 ' 

He is Venus* run away. 

I 

Shee, that will but now discover 

Where the winged wag doth hov^. 

Shall to-night receive a kisse. 

How and where herselfe would wish : 10 

But who brings him to his mother ' 

Shall have that kisscj a^d another. 

Markei 
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Markes he hath about him plentie ; 
You may know.him among twentie : 
All his body is a fire^ 
And his breath a flame entire : 
Which^ being shot, like lightning, in^ 
Wounds the heart, but not the skin* 



15 



Wings he hath, which though yee dip, 

He will leape from lip to lip. 

Over liver, lights, and heart j 

Yet not stay in any part. 

And, if chance his arrow misses. 

He will shoot himselfe in kisses. 



to 



He doth beare a golden bow, 
An4 a quiver hanging low. 
Full of arrowes, which outbrave 
Dianas shafts i where, if he have 
Any head more sharpe than other. 
With that first he strikes his mother. 



95 
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Still the Mrest are his fuell. 
When his daies are to be cruell ^ 
Lovers hearts are all his food, 
And his baths their warmest bloud : 
Nought but wounds his hand doth season. 
And he hates none like to Reason. 
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Trust him not : his words> though sweety 

Seldome with his heart doe meet : 

AH his practice is deceit } 

Everie gift is hut a bait : 40 

Not a kisse but poyson beares 3 

And most treason 's m his teares« 

Idle minutes are his raigne ; 

Then the straggler makes his gaine^ 

By presenting maids with toyes 4ft 

And would have yee thinke hem joyes } 

•Tis the ambition of the elfe 

To have all childish as himselfe. 

If by these yee please to know him^ 

Beauties, be not nice, but show him. 50 

Though yee had a will to hide him. 

Now, we hope^ yee*le not abide him. 

Since yee heare this riser's play. 

And that he is Venus* run*away. 
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XVI. 

THE KING OF FRANCE'S DAUGHTER. 

The story of this Ballad seems to be taken from aa 
incident iii the domestic history of Charles the fialdi 
king of France. Hisvdaughter Judith was betrothed to 
Ethelwulph king of England : but before the marriage 
was consumnuited, Ethelwulph died, and she returned 
to France : whence she was carried oflF by Baldwyn> Fo- 
rester of Flanders j who, after many crosses and diffi- 
culties, at length obtained the king's consent to their 
marriage, and was made Earl of Flanders. This hap- 
pened about A. D. 863. — See llapin, Henauit, and the 
French Historians. 

The following copy is given from the Editor's an- 
cient folio MS. collated with another in black-letter in 
the Pcpys Collection, intitled, "An excellent Ballad of 
" a prince of England's courtship to the king of 
"France's daughter, &c. To the tune of Crimson 
*' Velvet." 

Many breaches having been made in tills old song by 
the hand of time, principally (as might be expected) in 
the quick returns of the rhime^ an attempt b here 
made to repair them. 

1 N the djives of old, 

When faire France did flourish, 
Storyes plainc have told. 

Lovers felt annoye. » 

The quecne a daughter bare, S 

Whom bevutye's queene did nourish: 

She was lovelye faire. 

She was her fathers joye, 

A prince 
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A prince of England came^ 

Whose deeds did merit fame^ 10 

But he was exil*d, and outcast : 
Love his soul did Qre, 
Shee granted his desire^ 

Their hearts in one were linked &st. 
Which when her father proved, 15 

Sorelye he was moved, 

And tormented in his minde. 
He sought for to prevent them 5 
And, to discontent them. 

Fortune cross*d these lovers kinde. ^0 

When these princes twaine 

Were thus barr'd of pleasure. 
Through the kinges disdaine. 

Which their joyes withstoode : 
The lady soone prepared 25 

Her Jewells and her treasure : 
Having no regard 

For state and royall bloode -, 
In homelye poore array 
She went from court away, SC 

To meet her joye and hearts delight ; 
Who in a forrest great 
Had taken up his seat, , 

To wayt her coming in the night. 
But, lo ! what sudden danger 35 

To this princely stranger 

p « Chanced^ 
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Chanced, as he sate alone ! 
By outlawes he was robbed. 
And with ponyards stabbed. 

Uttering many a dying grone. 44) 

The princesse, 'ann*d by love. 

And by chaste desire. 
All the night did rove 

Without dread at all : 
Still unknowne she past 45 

In her strange attire ; 
Coming at the last 

Within echoes call, — 
You &ire woods, quoth shee. 
Honoured may you bee, 50 

Harbouring my hearts delight ; 
Which encompass here 
My joye and only deare. 

My trustye friend, and comelye knight 
Sweete, I come unto thee, 56 

Sweete, I come to woo thee ; 

That thou mayst not angry bee 
For my long delaying ; 
For thy curteous staying 

Soone amendes He make to thee. ^ 

Passing thus alone 

Through the silent forest. 

Many a grievous grone * 

Soimded in her earea : 

She 
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-She heard one complayne 65 

And lament the sorest. 
Seeming all in payne. 

Shedding deadly teares. 
Farewell, my deare, quoth hee. 
Whom I must never see ; 7P 

For why my life is att an end. 
Through villaines crueltye : 
For thy sweet sake I dye, ^ 

To show I am a £authfull friend* 
Here I lye a bleeding, 75 

While my thoughts are feeding 

On the rarest beautye found. 
O hard happ, that may be ! 
Little knowes my ladye 

My heartes blood lyes on the groimd, SO 

With that a grone he sends 

Which did burst in suailer 
All the tender bands 

Of his gentle heart. 
She, who knewe his voice, 85 

At his wordes did wonder ^ 
All her former joyes 

Did to griefe convert. 
Strait she ran to see. 
Who this man shold bee, go 

That soe like her love did seeme : 

Her 
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Her lovely lord she found 
Lye slaine upon the ground, 

Smear'd witli gore a ghastlye streame. 
Which his lady spying, 95 

Shrieking, Minting, crying, 

Her sorrows could not uttered bee : 
Fate, she cryed, too cruell : 
For thee — my dearest jewell. 

Would God ! that I had dyed for thee. 100 

His pale lippes, alas ! 

Twentye ti i es she kissed. 
And his face did wash 

With her trickling teares : ' 

Every gaping wound 105 

Tenderlye she pressed. 
And did wipe it round 

With her golden haires. 
Speake, faire love, quoth shee, 
Speake, faire prince, to mee, 110 

One sweete word of comfort give : 
Lift up thy deare eyes. 
Listen to my cryes, 

Thinke in what sad griefe I live. 
All In vaine she sued, 115 

All in vainc she wooed. 

The prince's life was fled and gone. 

There stood she still mourning. 

Till the suns retourning. 

And bright day was coming pn. 120 

In 
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lu this great distresse 

Weeping, wayling ever. 
Oft shee cryed, alas ! 

What will become of i»ee ? 
To my fathei-s court 125 

I returne will never : 
But in lowlye sort 

I will a servant bee. 
While thus she made her mone. 
Weeping all alone, ISO 

In this deepe and deadlye feare : 
A forester all in greene. 
Most comelye to be scene. 

Ranging the woods did find her there. 
Moved with her sorrowe, 1S5 

Maid, quoth hee, good morrowe. 

What hard happ has brought thee here ? 
Harder happ did never 
Two kinde hearts dissever : 

Here lyes slaine my brother deare. 140 

Where may I remaine. 

Gentle for'ster, shew me. 
Till I can obtaine 

A service in my neede r 
Paines I will not spare : 145 

This kinde &vour doe mee. 
It will ease my care j 

Heaven shall be thy meede. 

The 
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The for ster all amazed. 

On her beautye gazed, |50 

Tin his heai t was set on fire. 
If, £sdre maid, quoth hee, 
You will goe with mee, 

You shall have your hearts desire. 
He brought her to his mother, 155 

And above all other 

He sett forth this maidens praise. 
Long was his heart inflamed. 
At length her love he gained. 

And fortune crown*d his futiue dayes. 160 

Thus unknowne he wedde 

With a kings faire daughter : 
Children seven they had. 

Ere she told her birth. 
Which when once he knew, 166 

Humblye he besought her. 
He to the world might shew 

Her rank and princelye worth. 
He cloath*d his children then, 
(Not like other men) 170 

In partye-colour^ strange to see : 
The right side cloth of gold. 
The left side to behold. 

Of woollen cloth still framed hee^. 

♦ This will remind the reader of the livciy and device of 
Charlefl Brandon, a private gentleman, who married th« 

Qi^een 
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Men thereatt did wonder ; I7& 

Golden fame did thunder 

This strange deede in every place : 
The king of France came thither. 
It being pleasant weather. 

In those woods the hart to chase, 180 

The children then they bring. 

So their mother will'd it. 
Where the royall king 

Must of force come bye : 
Their mothers riche array, 185 

Was of crimson velvet : 
Their fethers all of gray, 

Seemelye to the eye. 
Then this &mous king. 
Noting every thing, I90 

Askt how he durst be so bold 
To let his wife soe weare. 
And decke his children there 

In costly robes of pearl and gold. 

leen Dowager of France, sister of Henry VIII. At a tour- 
ment which he held at his wedding, the trapping^ of his 
rse were half cloth of gold, and half frieze, with the follow- 
; motto : 

** Cloth of Gold, do not despise, 

** Tho* thou art matcht with Cloth of Prize ; 

" Cloth of Prize, be not t^ bold, 

*' Tho* thou art matcht with Cloth of Gold." 

3 Sir W. Temple's Misc. vol. III. p, 356. 

The 
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The forrester replying, 195 

And the cause dcticrying*. 

To the king these words did say. 
Well may they, by their mother^ 
Weare rich clothes with other. 

Being by birth a princesse gay. 200 

The king aroused thus. 

More heedfuUye beheld them, 
Till a crimson blush 

His remembrance crost. 
The more I fix. my mind 905 

On thy wife and children. 
The more methinks I find 

Tlie daughter which I lost. 
Falling on her knee, 
I am that child, quoth shee^ ; 210 

Pardon mce, my s()\ci'aine liege. 
The king perceiving this. 
His daughter deare did kiss. 

While joyfull teares did stopp his speeche. 
With his traine he tourned, 215 

And with them sojourned. 

Strait he dubb'd her husband knight ; 
Tlien made hun erle of Flanders, 
And chiefc of his commanders : 

Thus were their sorrowes put to flight, 230 



* i. e, describing. See Glos». 
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XVII. 

THE SWEET NEGLECT. 

little madrigal (extracted from Ben. Jonson's 
^^oman, act 1. sc. 1. first acted in 1609.) is in 
n of a Latin poem printed at the end of the va- 
Edit. of Petronius, beginning, '^ Sertiper mun- 
iemper Basilissa, decoras, &c.'* See Whalley's 
nson^ vol. n. p. 420. 

TILL to be neat, still to be drest, 
you were going to a feast : 
11 to be poud'red, still perfam'd : 
dy, it is to be presmn'd, 

lOUgh art's hid causes are not founds 5 

is not sweety all is not sound. 

ve me a looke, give me a face, 

lat makes simplicitie a grace ; 

>bes loose]^ flo^ving, haire as free : 

ch sweet neglect more taketh me, 10 

lan all th* adulteries of art, 

lat strike mine eyes, but not my heart. 
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XVIII. 
THE CHILDREN IN THE WOOD. 

The subject of this very popular Ballad (which has 
been set in so favourable a light by the Spectator, No. 
85.) seems to be taken from an old play, intitled, '* Two 
'^ lamentable Tragedies -, the one of the murder of 
*' Maister Beech, a chandler in Thames-streeEte, &c. 

The other of a young child murthered in a wood by 

two ruffins, with the consent of his unkle. By Bob. 
'* Yarrington, 1601, 4to.*' Our ballad-maker has strictly 
followed the play in the description of the &ther and 
mother*s dying chai'ge : in the uncle's promise to take 
care of their issue : his hiring two iniffians to destroy 
his ward, under pretence of sending him to school: 
their choosing a wood to perpetrate the murder in : one 
of the ruffians relenting, and a battle ensuing, &c. In 
other respects he has departed from the play. In the 
latter the scene is laid in Padua : there is but one child: 
which is murdered by a sudden stab of the unrelenting 
ruffian : he is slain himself by his less bloody compa- 
nion ', but ere he dies gives the other a mortal womid : 
the latter living just long enough to impeach the uncle; 
who, in consequence of this impeachment, is arraigned 
and executed by the hand of justice, &c. Whoever 
compares the play with the ballad, will have no doubt 
but the former is the onginal : the language is far more 
obsolete, and such a vein of simplicity runs through the 
whole performance, that, had the ballad been written 
first, there is no doubt but every circumstance of it 
would have been received into the drama : whereas this 
was probably built on some Italian novel. 

Printed from two ancient copies, one of them in black 
letter in the Pepys collection. Its title at laige is* 
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The Children in the Wood : or. The Norfolk Gentle- 
man's Last Will and Testament : to the tune of Ko- 
gero^ &c." 

JM ow ponder well, you pai*ents deare. 

These wordes, which I shall write ; 
A doleful story you shall heare. 

In time brought forth to light. 
A gentleman of good account 5 

In Norfolke dwelt of late. 
Who did in honour far surmount \ 

Most men of his estate. 

Sore sicke he was, and like to dye, 

No helpe his life could save ; Id 

His wife by him as sicke did lye. 

And both possest one grave. 
No love between these two was lost. 

Each was t,o other kinde. 
In love they liv'd, in love they dyed, 15 

And left too babes behinde : 

The one a fine and pretty boy. 

Not passing three yeares olde ; 
The other a girl more young than he. 

And fram'd in beautyes molde. 20 

The ^Either left his little son. 

As plainlye doth appeare. 
When he to perfect age should come, 

Three hundred poundes a yeare. 

And 
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And to his little daughter Jane S5 

Five hundred }X)undc? in ^old, 
To be paid (low no (mi niarria^e-day, 
• Which might not be controlFd : 
But if the cliildrcn chance to dye. 

Ere they to a^e should come, 30 

Tlieir uncle .should possesse their wealth ; 
^ For so the willc did run. 

Now, brother, sr\id the dying man. 

Look to my chiKlrcn dearc ; 
Be good unto my boy and girl, 35 

No friendes else have they here : 
To God and \ ou 1 recommend 

My children dearc this daye j 
But little while be sure we have 

Within Uiisrworld to staye. 40 

You must be father and mother both^ 

And uncle all in one -, 
God kno\ves what will become of them^ 

When I am dead and gone. 
With that bespake their mother deare> 45 

O brother kinde, quoth shee. 
You are the man must bring our babes 

To wealth or miser ie : 

And if you keep them carefully. 
Then God will you i^eward j 60 

But 
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But if you otherwise should deal, 

God will your deedes regard. 
With lippes as cold as any stone. 

They kist their children small : 
God bless you both, my children deare ; 55 

With that the teares did fall. 

These speeches then their brother spake 

To this sicke couple there, 
^JThe keeping of your little ones 

Sweet sister, do not feare : 60 

God never prosper me nor mine. 

Nor aught els^ that I have. 
If I do wrong your children deare. 

When you are layd in grave. 

The parents being dead and g6ne, 65 

The children home he takes^ 
And bringcs them straite unto his house, 

Wliere much of them he makes. 
He had not kept these pretty babes 

A twelvemonth and a daye, 70 

But, for their wealth, he did devise 

To make them both awave. 

He bargain*d with two ruffians sti'ong. 

Which were of furious mood. 
That they should take these children young, 7S 

And slaye them in a wood. 

He 
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He told his wife an artful tale. 

He woukl the cliildren send 1 

To be brought up in fdire Londdn, 

With one that ^"as his firiend. 80 

Away then went those pretty babes, 

Rejoycing at that tide, 
Rejoycing ^ith a merry minde, 

Thev should on cock-horse ride. 
The)' prate and prattle pleasantly, 85 

As they rode on the wa}-e. 
To those that should their butchers be. 

And work tlieir lives decax^ : 

tf i 

So that the pretty speeche they had. 

Made Murders heart relent; 90 

And thev that undertooke the deed. 

Full sore did now repent. 
Yet one of them more hard of heart. 

Did vowe to do his charge. 
Because the wretch, that hired him, 95 

Had paid him very large. 

The other won't agree thereto. 

So htre thev fail to strife ; 
With one another they did fight. 

About the childrens life : 100 

And he that was of mildest mood. 

Did slaye the other there. 



WitUii 
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Within an unfrequented wood ; 
The babes did quake for feaiTe ! 

He took the children by the hand^ lOi 

Tear^ standing in their eye> 
And bad them straitwaye follow him. 

And look they did not crye : 
And two long miles he ledd them on^ 

While they for food complaine : 110 

Stayehere^ quoth he> I'll bring you bread> 

When I come back agalne. 

These pretty babes> with hand in handj 

Went wandering up and downe ; 
But never more could see the man ' 115 

Approaching from the town : , 

Their prettye lippes with black-berries^ 

Were all besmeared and dyed. 
And when they sawe the darksome night. 

They sat them downe and cryed. ISO 

Thus wandered these poor innocents, 

TUl deathe did end their grief. 
In one anothers armes they dyed> 

As wanting due relief: 
No burial ' this' pretty ' pair* 1?5 

Of any man receives> 

Ver. 135. these , . haUs. PP* 
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Till Robin-red-breaat piopdy 
Did cover ibfim witk Ie9,ve9y 

And now the heavy wrathe of God 

Upon their uncle fell } ISO 

Yea, fearfiill fiends did haunt his house. 

His conscience felt an hell : 
His bames were fir'd, his goodea eonsum^d. 

His landes were barren made. 
His cattle dyed within the field, 135 

And nothing with him stayd. 

And in a voyage to Portugal 

Two of Ins sonnes did dye ; 
And to conclude, hhnselfe was broi^ht 

To want and miserye : 140 

He pawn*d and mortgaged all his land 

Ere seven yeares came about. 
And now at kngth tbh wicked act 

Did by this meaaes come out : 

The fellowe, that did take in hand 145 

These children for to kill. 
Was for a robbery judg*d to dye. 

Such was God*s blessed will : 
Who did confess the very truth. 

As here hath been displayed : 15Q 

Their uncle having dyed in gaol, ^ 

Where he for debt was layd. 

' Vou 
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You that executors be made^ 

And overseers eke 
Oi children thai be &theriess> 15$ 

And in£suitA mild and meek i 
Take you esuunple by this thing. 

And yield to each bis rights 
Lest God with such. Eke miserye 

Your wicked minds requite. 



•3 XIX. 
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A LOVER OF LATE. 



.» 



Frintedj^ with a few slight corredtioDS^ fironr tlieXdit<Nr^« 

folio MS. 

xl. LOVER of late was I^ 

For Cupid would have it soe> 
The hoy that hath never an eye> 
As every nian doth know : 
I sighed and sohhed> and cryed> alas \ S 

For her that laught^ and called me ass. 

Then knew not I what to doe^ 
When I saw itt was in vaine 
A lady soe coy to wooe^ 

Who gave me the asse soe plaine : lo 

Yet would I her asse freelye bee, 
Scie shee would helpe^ and beare with mee. 

An* I were as &ire as shee, 

Qr shee were as kind as I, 
What payre cold have made^ as wee^ 15 

Soe prettye a sympathye : 
£ was as kind as shee was fidrc. 
But for all this wee cold not paire. 



Ver. \Z, faint, MS. 



Fib« 
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Faire with her that will for mee. 

With her I will never paire i 20 

That cunningly can be coy. 
For being a little fiure. 
The aase lie leave to her diadaine y 
Aod now I am myselfe againe. 



XX. 
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THE KING AND MILLER OF MANSVISLD* 



It has been a &vourite subject with our English bal- 
lad-makers to represent our Idngs conversing^ dtfaer by 
accident or design^ with the meanest of their 8ul]v|ect8. 
Of the former kuid> besides this song of the King and 
the Miller, we have King Henry and the Soldier ; King 
James I. and the linker ; King William HI. wod the 
Forester^ &c. Of the latter sort^ are King Alfred and 
the Shepherd ; King Edward IV. and the Tanner i King 

Henry VIII. and the Cobler, &c. ^A few pf the best 

of these are admitted into this collection. Both the 
author of the following ballad^ and others who have 
written on the same plan^ seem to have copied a very 
ancient poem, intitled John the Reevb, which is buih 
on an adventure of the same kind, that happened be- 
tween King Edward Longshanks and one of his Reeves 
or Bailiffi. This is a piece of great antiquity, being 
written before the time of Edward IV. and for its ge- 
nuine humour, diverting incidents, and fiuthfol picture 
of rustic manners, is infinitely superior to all that have 
been since written in imitation of it. The Editor has 
a copy in his ancient folio MS. but its length rendered 
it improper for this volume, it consisting of more than 
900 lines. It contains also some corruptions, and the 
Editor chuses to defer its publication, in hopes that some 
time or other he shall be able to remove them. 

The following is printed, with corrections, from the 
Editor*s folio MS. collated with an old black-letter copy 
in the Pepys collection, intitled, '^ A pleasant baUad of 
"^ King Henry II. and the Miller of Mansfield, &c;* 

PART 



MILLBR OP MANSFIBLD. 831 

YABT TH£ FIRST. 

Xx^vi^Y^ our royall king, would tide a hunting 
To the greene forest so pleasant and fidre ; 

To see the harts skipping, and dainty does tripping : 
Unto meny Sherwood his nobles repaite : 

Hawke and hound were unbound^ all things prepar'd 5 

For the game, in the same, with good regard. 

AU a long summers day rode the king pleadantiy«. 
With all his princes and nobles eche one 3 

Chasing the hart and hind, and the bucke gallantlye. 
Till the dark evening forc'd all to tume home. 10 

Then at last, riding &st, he had lost quite 

AU his lords in the wood, late in the night 

Wandering thus wearilye, all alone, up and downe. 

With a mde miller he mett at the kdt : 
Asking the ready way unto faire Nottingham 1 15 

Sir, quoth the miller, I meane not to jittt. 
Yet I thinke, what I thinke, sooth for to say, 
You doe not lighdye ride out of your way. 

Why,what doBtthoothinkof me, quothoinrkiii^tilerrify; 

Passing thy judgment upon m^ so briefe ? 120 

Goodfiuth, sayd the miller, I meane not to flatter thee } 

I guess thee to bee but some geaHemaa thidi»$ 
Stand thee backe, in the darke ; light not adowne. 
Lest that I presentlye crack thy knaves crowne. 

Thou 
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Thou dost abuse me much, quoth the king> saying thns i 
I am a gentleman ;^ lodging I lacke. W 

Thou hast not^ quoth th* miller, one groat in thy puxse i 
All tliy ] Inheritance hanges on thy backe. 

* I have gold to discharge all that I caU i 

If it be forty penpc> I will pay all^ SO 

If thou beest a true man, then quoth the miUer;, 
I sweare by my toll-dish, FU lodge thee all night 

Here*s my hand, quoth the king, that was I ever. 
Nay, soft, quotli the miller, thou may*st be a sprite. 

Better Fll know thee, ere liands we will shake } 3$ 

Witli none but honest men hands wil^ I take. 

Thus they went all along unto the millers house : 
Where they were seething of puddings and souse : 

The miller first enter*d in, after him went the king ; 
Never came |iee in soe smoakye a house. 40 

Now, quoth hee, let me see hpre what you are. 

jguoth our king, looke ^our fill, an4 doe nqt spajne. 

I like well thy countensmce, t}iou hast an honest &ce j 
With my son Richard this night thou shalt lye. 

jQupth his wife, by my troth, it is a handsome youth, 4^ 
Yet it's best, husband, to deal waiilye. 

Art thpu no run away, prythee, youth, tell ? 

Shew me thy passport, and all shal be well. 



• The king says this. 



Then 
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Tben our king presentlye^ making lowe courtesye. 
With his halt in his hand^ thus he did say > 50 

I have no passport^ nor never was servitor. 
But a poor courtyer, rode out of my way : 

And for your kindness here offered to mee, 

I will requite you in everye degree. 

Then to the miller his wfe whisper'd secretlye, 55 

Saying, It seemeth, this youth's of good kin. 

Both by his apparel, and eke by his manners 3 
To turne him out, certainlye, were a great sin. 

Yea, quoth hee, you may see, he hath some grace 

When he doth speake to his betters in place. 60 

Well, quo' the millers wife, young man, ye're welcome 
And, ihough I say it, well lodged shall be : [here ; 

Fresh straw will I have, laid on thy bed so brave. 
And good brown hempen sheets likewise, quoth shee. 

Aye, quoth the good man -, and when that is done, 65 

Thou shalt lye with no worse than our own soqne. 

N^y, first, quoth Richard, good-fellowe, tell me true. 
Hast thou noe creepers within thy gay hose ? 

Or art thou not tioubled with the scabbado ? 

I pray, quoth the king, what creatures are those ? 70 

Art thou not lowsy, nor scabby ? quoth he : 

If thou beest, si|rely thou lyest not with mee. 

This caus'd the king, suddenlye, to laugh most heartilye. 
Till the teares tpckled fast downe from his eyes. 

Then 
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Then to their Mipper were they set ordei^, n 

With hot bag-puddings, and good iqppfe-pyes ; 
Nappy ale, good and 8tale> in a brovme bofvrle. 
Which did about the board merrilye trcmle. 



liere, quoth the miller, good leUowe, I drinke to tbefl^ 
And to all * cuckholds^ wherever they bee.' 80 

I pledge thee, quoth our king> and thanke thee heartilje 
For my good welcome in everye degree : 

And herei in like manner, I drinke to thy sonne. 

Do then, quoth Richard, and quicke let it come. 

Wife, quoth the miller, fetch me forth ligfatfbote, 85 
And of his sweetnesse a little we'll taste. 

A fidr ven'son pastye brought she out presentlye. 
Eate, quoth the miller, but, sir, make no waste. 

Here's dainty lightfbote ! In feith> sayd the king, 

I never before eat so daintye a thing. 90 

I wis, quoth Richard, no daintye at all it ip. 

For We doe eate of it everye day. 
In what place, sayd our king^ may be bought Uke to fhis ? 

We never pay pennye for itt, by my &y : 
From merry Sherwood we fetch it home here ; 95 

Now and then we make bold with our kings deer. 

Then I thinke, sayd our king, that it is venison. 
£che foole, quoth Richard, full well may know that ; 

Ver. 80. tourlnailiy thai wmitwi be, MS. and P. 

Never 
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Never are wee without two or three in the roof. 

Very well fleshiedl> mi exodOent ftt : 100 

But, pxythee, say nothing wherever thou goe; 
We would not, for two pence, the king ahould it knowe, 

IXnibtnot^ then sayd the long, my promist secresye ; - 
The king shall never know mpre on*t for mee. 

A cupp of lambs-wool they dranke unto him then, 106 
And to their bedds they past presentlie. 

The noUsiu iM9ct nunming^ went all up and down* 

For to seeke omt the lung m everye towne. 



At last, at the millers ' cott,' soone they espy'd him out. 
As he was mounting upon his faire steede; 110 

To whom thegrcBine presently^ falling down on thrir knee; 
Which made the millers heart wofiiUy bleede 3 

Shaking and quaking, before him he stood, 

Thinldng he should have been hang*d, by the rood. 

The king p^ftseiving him feaxiUUy trembting^ IIS 

Drew forth his sword, but nothing he sed : 

The miller downe did &11, oiying before l^iem all. 
Doubting the king would have cut off his head. 

But he his kind courtesye for to requite, 

^fiave him great livings and dubb*d him a knight 120 



rAHT 
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FART TBB fXCOVDB. 

\V HBv as (mr royaU king caine home IhmiNottiiig^^ 
And with his nobks at Westminster lay ; 

Becounting the sports and pastimes they had takm. 
In this late progress along on the wajr ; ' 

Of them all> great and sma]l> he did protect, 5 

The miller of Mansfield's sport liked him best. 

And now> my lords^ quoth the king, I am detamlnel 
Against St. Georges next sumptuous fewt. 

That this old miller, our new confirm'd knightf 
With his son Richard, shaU here be my guest : 10 

For, in this merryment, *tis my desire 

To talke with the jolly knight, and the young aqoin. 

When as the noble lords saw the kinges ptoaaanteM^ 
lliey were right joyfull and glad in their heartB : 

A pursuivant there was sent straighte on the businetSj ift 
The which had often-times been in those parta. 

When he came to the place, where they did dwel^ 

His message orderlye then *gan he telL 

God save your worshippe, then said the messenger^ 
And grant your ladye her own hearts desire ; SO 

And to your sonne Richard good fortune and happiness 3 
That sweet, gentle, and gallant young squire. 

Our king greets you well, and thus he doth say. 

You must come to the court on St George's day; 

Tberfore; 
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yte, in any case, fidle not to bein place. " 135 
is^ quoth the miller^ this is an odd jest : 
should we doe there B £edth> I am halfe afraid, 
mbt, quoth Bichard> to be hang*d at the least 
quoth the messenger^ you doe mistake 5 
ing he provides a great feast for your sake. SO' 

sayd the miller^ Bymytroth> messenger, 

ya hast contented my worshippe full wdL 

here are three ferthings^ to quite thy gentleness 

* these happy tyvtings, which thou dost telL 

le see, hear thou mee ; tell to our king, 35 

wayt on his mastershipp in everye thing. 

»ur9uivant smiled at their simplicitye, ' 

d, making many l^gs, tooke their reward ; 

lis leave taking with great humilitye ' 

the kings court againe he repaired j 40- 

ing unto his grace, merry and free, 
uiigtites most liberall gift and bountie. 

i he was gone away, thus gan the miller. say« 
re come expences and chaiges indeed i .■ . , . 
must we needs be brave, tho* we spend all w&have ^ 
r of new garments we have great need : . 4<( 
orses and serving-men we must have stor^, 
bridles and saddles, and twentye things .move* 

e, sur John, quoth his wife, why should you &^, or; 
»ududl ne'er be att no charges for mee; [frowhef 

For 
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Forlwilltonietiidtrimupinyoldivfla^ il 

With ererye thing eke as fine at naj bee I 
And on oiir imll^hDrBes 0fvift we will lidoj 
With piBowes and pennelK ae we ahatt fwrowja* 

la this most statelye sort» rode they unto the eoiict, tt 
Their jolly sonne Richard rode foremost of all ; 

Who set up, for good hap^ a coeks fsatlier ia hk capi 
And so they jetted downe td^ the kteg» hal } 

The meny old milkff wHh heoMb 0n hilt siib $ 

His wife^ like maid Maiiui, (fid a^nee at Atti! tide, eo 

■ 

The king and his noUes that heaiA ef theit cpmi^ . 

Meeting this gallant knight with his brave traine > 
Welcome, sir knight, quoth he, with y«ur gif klc^ : ' 

Good shr John Cockle^ onoe wekome agaftli: . 
And so is the squive of courage see irecf. ' 61 

Quoth Dicke, A hots on you ! d» ywt know mee ? 

jguoth our king gentlye, how should I forget thee ^ .. 

That wast my owne bed-fellowe, well it I wot. 
Yea, air, quoth Richard, and by the same tokei^ 

Thou with thy farting didst make the bed hot 70 
Thou whove-son unhappy knave, thenquoth the htnfjtit, 
Speake cleanly to our king, or eke g^^i*^ 



Ver. 57. ififr go^d haf : i. e. for good luck | ^ky were geing' 
on an ha^^vdous expedition. 

Ver. 60. Maid Marian in the Morcis dance, was- r c p rescate4 
by a man in woman's clothes, who was to take short steps in 
order to sustain the female chamcter. * • 

The 
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Vl^e the kipg taketh tliew both by t)^ hwd^ 
With the c}Q|LQrt-4w^ (^ awdc^ Hke t« th« ^een c^ 

The nullen v^rifa did fioe orderly 9ta«cl.: 
A miQc-«iai^.G(mrtetye at eyersr vord^ 
And downe all the folkes were set to the board. 

m 

There the king TOjBiSf, in princelye majestye. 
Sate at hk dinner with joy and delight ; 90 

When they liad eaten wcfl, then he to jesthig fell. 
And IB a bowk of wine draiike to the knight: 

Here*8 to ybu both, in wine, afe and tieer ; 

Thinking you heartUye for say good cbeer.^ 

jQuothsir JolbnCoc]ile, m pledge you a pottle, S(» 
Were it the best ale ia Nottinghamshire : 

But then said oui: king, now I think of a things 
Some of your lightfoote I would we had here. 

Ho ! ho ! quoth Richard, full well I ihay say it, 

'Tib knaTcry to eate it, and then to betrs^ it* 90 

* 

Why art thou aogry ? quoth our )^ngii^ep%ej 

In £utK I take it now very unkind : 
I thought thou wouldst plei%e me in ale and wine 
heartily. 

jQuoth Dicke, You are like to stay till I have din*d : 
You feed us with twatling dishes soe small ; 95 

Zounds, a blacke-pudding is better than all. 

Aye, 
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Aye^ marry^ qtioth our king, that were a daihtye tliliig:* 
, Could a man get but one here for to eate. [hose^ 
With that Dicke straite arosey land pluckt Ohe from his 
Which with heat of his breech gan to sweate. 100 
The king made a ptoftef to shatch it away :-— 
lis meat fSor your master : good sir, you must stay. 

Thus in great merriment was the time wholly spent j 

And then the ladyes prepared to dance. 
€Ad Sir John Cockle, and Richard* incontiniont 106 

Unto their places the king did advance. 
Here with the ladyes such sport they did make^ 
The nobles with laughing did make their sklea ake. 

Many thankes for their paines did the king give theni, 
Asking young Richard then, if he would wed ; 110 

Among these ladyes free, teU me which liketh thee ? 
Quoth he, Jugg Grumball, 8ir, with the red head : 

She's my love, she*s my life, her will I wed } 

She hath sworn | shall have her maidenhead. 

Then sir John Cockle the king called unto him> 115 
And of merry Sherwood made him o*er seer; 

And gave him out of hand three hundred pound yeariye: 
Take heed now you steale no more of my deer : 

And once a quarter let's here have your view } 

And now, sir John Cockle, 1 bid you ai£eu. IHO 
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XXI. 

THE SHEPHERDS RESOLUTION. 

•TluB beautiful old song was written by a poet> whose 
name would have been utterly forgotten, if it had not 
been preserved by Swift, as a term of contempt. ** Dhv- 
^' DEN and Wither*' are coupled by him like the Bavius 
and MiBvius of Virgil. Drtden however has had jus- 
tice done him by posterity : and as for Wither, though 
of subordinate merjt, that he was not altogether devoid 
of genius, will be judged from the following stanzas. 
The truth is. Wither was a very voluminous party- 
writer : and as his political and satirical stro&es ren- 
dered him extremely popular in his life-time 5 so after- 
wards, when these were no longer relished, they totally 
consigned his vmtings to oblivion. 

George Wither was born June 11, 1588, and in 
his younger years distinguished himself by some pastoral 
pieces, that were not inelegant ; but growing afterwards 
involved in the political and religious disputes in the 
times of James I. and Chai'les I. he employed his poeti- 
cal vein in severe pasquils on the court and clergy, and 
was occasionally a sufierer for the freedoxn of Jiis pen. 
In the civil war that ensued, he exerted himself in the 
service of the Parliament, and became a considei*able 
sharer in the spoils. He was even one of those provin- 
cial tyrants, whom Oliver distributed over the kingdom, 
under the name of Major Generals ; and had the fleec- 
ing of the county of Surrey : but, surviving the Restora- 
tion» he outlived both his power and his affluence ^ and 
giving vent to his 'chagrin in libels on the court, was 
long a prisoner in Newgate and the Tower, He died 
at lengtii on the 2d of May, 1667. 
' *v6t. III. R During 
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During the whole course of his life. Wither was a 
continual publisher 5 having generally for opponent, 
Taylor the Water-poet. The long list of his produc- 
tions may be seen in Wood*s Athense Oxon. vol. II. His 
most popular satire is intitled, '^ Abuses whipt and 
stript/* 1613. His most poetical pieces were eclogues, 
intitled, " The Shepherd's Hunting," 1615, 8vo. and 
others printed at the end of Browne's " Shepherd*)} 
Pipe/* 1614, 8vo. The following sonnet is extracted 
from a long pastoral piece of his, intitled, '' The Mis- 
tresse of Philarete," 1622, 8vo. which is said in the pre- 
face to be one of the Author's first poems 3 and may 
therefore be dated as early as any of the foregoing. 

Ohall I, wasting in dispaire. 

Dye because a woman's faire ? 

Or make pale my cheeks with care 

'Cause another's rosie are ? 

Be shee fairer then the day, 5 

Or the flowry meads in may ; 
If she be not so to me. 
What care I how £ure shee be ? 

Shall my foolish heart be pin'd 

'Cause I see a woman kind ? 10 

Or a well-disposed nature 

Joyned with a lovely feature ? 

Be shee meeker, kinder, than 

The turtle-dove or pelican : 

If shee be not so to me, 15 

What care I how kind shee be ) 

SbAll 
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Shall a woman's virtues move 

Me to perish for her love ? 

Or, her weU-deservings knowne^ 

Make me quite fbi^t mine owne ? SO 

Be shee with that goodnesse blest^ 

Which may merit name of Best ; 

If she be not such to me> 

What care I how good she be ? 

Cause her fortune seems too high, 25 

Shall I play the foole and dye ? 
Those that beare a noble minde> 
Where they want of riches find^ 
Thinke what with them they would doe^ 
That without them dare to woe ; 30 

And^ tmlesse that minde I see^ 
Wiat care I how great she be ? 

Great or good> or kind or faare, 

I wiU ne'er the more dispaire : 

If she love me, this beleeve j 35 

I wiU die ere she shall grieve. * 

If she slight me when I wooe, 

I can scome and let her goe : 

If shee be not fit for me^ 

What care I for whom she be ? 40 
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XXII. 

QUEEN DIDO, 

Such is the title given in the Editor^s folio MS, to this 
excellent old ballad^ whlch^ in the common pribted co^ 
pies^ is inscribed, £n£48^ utanderino PatircB of Trot. 
It is here given from that MS. collated with two different 
printed copies^ both in black-letter^ in the Pepys coUec* 
tion. 

The reader will smile to observe with what natural 
and affecting simplicity, our ancient ballad-tnaker has 
engrafted a Gothic conclusion on the classic story of 
Virgil, from whom, however, it is probable he had it 
not Nor can it be denied, but he has desdt out his 
poetical justice with a more impartial hand than that 
celebrated poet. 

When Troy towne had, for ten yeeres ' pastj' 

Withstood the Greekes in manfuU wise^ 
Then did theur foes encrease soe fast. 
That to resist none could suffice : 
Wast lye those walls, that were soe good, & 

And come now growes where Troy towAe stoode, 

^neas, wandering prince of Troy, 

When he for land long time had sought. 
At length arriving with great joy. 

To mighty Carthage walls was brought 5 lO 

Where Dido quecne, vtith sumptuous feast. 
Did entertaine that wandering guest 



Vtr. 1. 21. war. MS. and PP. 
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And^ as in hall at meate they sate^ 

The queene^ desirous newes to heare> 
' Says, of thy Troys unhappy fete' 1$ 

•Declare to me thou Trqjan deare : 
The heavy hap and chance soe bad. 
That thou, poiM'wandering prince, hast had. 

And then anon this comdye knight, 

\^th words demure, as he cold well, ^O 

Of his unhappy ten\yeares * fight,' 
Soe true a tale began to tell. 
With words soe sweete, and sighes soe deepe. 
That oft he made them all to weepe. 

And then a thousand sighes he fet, ^5 

And every sigh brought teares amaine 5 
That where he sate the place was wett. 

As though he had scene those warrs againe : 
Soe that the queene, with ruth therfbre^ 
Said, Worthy prince, enough, no more. 30 

And then the darksome night drew on. 

And twinkling starres the skye bespred 
When he his dolefuU tale had done. 
And every one was layd in bedd : 
Where they full sweetly tooke their rest 35 

Save only Dido's boyling brest. 



This silly woman never slept. 
But in her chamber^ all alone, 
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As one unhappye> alwayes wept^ 

And to the walls shee made her mone ; 40 

That she shold still desire in vaine 
The thing, she never must obtaine. 

And thus in grieffc she spent the night. 

Till twinkling starres the skye were fled. 
And Phoebus, with his glistering light, 45 

Through misty cloudes appeared red j 
Then tidings came to her anon. 
That all the Trojan shipps were gone. 

And then the queene with bloody knife 

Did arme her hart as hard as stone, 50 

Yet, something loth to loose her life. 
In woefiill wise she made her mone ; 
And, rowling on her carcfuU bed, 
With sighes and sobbs, these words shee sayd : 

O wretched Dido queenc ! quoth shee, 5i 

I see thy end approacheth neare ; 
For hee is fled away from thee, 
^ Whom thou didst love and hold so deare : 
What is he gone, and passed by ? 
O hart, prepare thyselfe to, dye. 60 

Though reason says, thou shouldst forbeare^ 
And stay thy hand from bloudy stroke j 

Yet fency bids thee not to fear, 
^{Vhich fettered thee in Cupids yoke. 

Come 
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Come deaths quoth shee> resolve my smart !•— G^ 
And with those words shee peerced her hart. 

When death had pierced the tender hart 

Of Dido^ Carthaginian queene ; 
Whose bloudy knife did end the smarts 

Which shee sustained in mournfull teene 5 70 

/Bneas being shipt aj^d gone^ 
Whose flattery caused all her mone -, 

Her funerall most costly made^ 

And all things iinisht moiunfullye 5 
Her body fine in mold was laid, 75 

Where itt consumed speedilye : 
Her sisters teares her tombe bestrewde ; 
Her subjects griefe their kindnesse shewed. 

Then was ^neas in an ile 

In Grecya, where he stayd long space, 80 

Wheras her sister in short while 
Writt to him to his vile disgrace 5 
In speeches bitter to his mind 
Shee told him plaine he was unkind. 

False-harted wretch, quoth shee, thou art ; 85 

And traitcrouslve thou hast betraid 
,^ Unto thy lure a gentle hsxrt, 

Which unto thee much welcome made ^ 
My sister deare, and Carthage' joy, 
l^liose folly bred her deere annoy. 90 

Yett 
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Yetl on her death-bed when shee lay^ 

Shee prayd for thy prosperitye. 
Beseeching god, that every day 
Might breed thy great felicitye : 
^ Thus by thy meanes I lost a Mend 5 95 

Heavens send thee such iintimcly end. 

When he these lines, full fraught with gall. 

Perused had, and wayed them right. 
His lofty courage then did fell 5 
And straight appeared in his sight 100 

Queene Dido*s ghost, both giim and pale : 
Which made tliis valliant souldier. quaile. 

^neas, quoth this ghastly ghost. 

My whole delight when I did live. 
Thee of all men I loved most -, 105 

My fancy and my will did give -, 
For entertainment I thee gave, 
UnthankefuUy thou didst me grave. 

Therfore prepare thy flitting soule 

To wander with me in the aire : ^ 110 

Where deadlye griefe shall make it howle. 
Because of me thou tookst no care : 
Delay not time, thy glasse is run. 
Thy date is past, thy life is done. 

O stay a while, thou lovely sprite, 115 

Be not soe hasty to convay 

My 
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My soule into eternall nighty 

Where itt shall ne're behold bright day. 
O doe not frowne ; thy angry looke 
Hath ' all my soule with horror shocdce.* ISO 

But. woe is me ! all is in vaine. 

And bootless is my dismall crye 5 
Time will not be recalled againe. 

Nor thou surcease before I dye. 

lett me live^ and make amends 125 
To some of thy most dearest friends. 

But seeing thou obdurate art. 
And wilt no pittye on me show, 
. Because from thee I did depart. 

And left unpaid what I did owe : 130 

1 must content myselfe to take 
What lott to me thou wilt partake. 

And thus, as one being in a trance, . 

A multitude of uglye feiiids 
About this woflFuU prince did dance ; 135 

He had no helpe of any friends : 
Ais body then they tooke away, 
And no man knew his dying day. 

Ver. 120. MS. Hath made my braath my life forsook*. 
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XXIII. 

THE WITCHES* SONG 

-From Ben Jonson^s Masque of Queens, presented 
at Whitehall, Feb. 2, 1609. 

The Editor thought it inciunbent on him to insert 
some old pieces on the popular superstition concerning 
witches, hobgoblins, fiuries, and ghosts. The laat of 
these make their appearance in most of the tragical 
ballads; and in the follo\ving songs will be found some 
description of the former. 

It is true, this song of the Witches, £aJling from the 
learned pen of Ben Jonson, is ratlier an extract irom 
the various incantations of classical antiquity, than a 
display of the opinions of oiu* own ^iilgar. But let it 
be observed, that a parcel of learned wiseacres had just 
before busied themselves on this subject, in compliment 
to King James I. whose weakness on this head is well 
known ^ and these had so ransacked all writers, ancient 
and modern, and so blended and kneaded together the 
several superstitions of different times and nations, that 
those of genuine English growth could no longer be 
traced out and distinguished. 

By good luck the whimsical belief of £uries and gob- 
lins could furnish no pretences for torturing our fel- 
low-creatures, and therefore we hg^ve this handed down 
to us pure and unsophisticated. 

1 WITCH. 

X HAVE been all day looking after 

A raven feeding upon a quarter : 

And, soone as she turn*d her beak to the souths 

I snatched this morsell out of her mouth* 

2 WITCH. 
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2 WITCH. 

I have beene gathering wolves haires^ S 

The madd dogges foames, and adders eares } 
The spurging of a deadmans eyes : 
And all since the evening starre did rise. 

3 WITCH. 

I last night lay all alone 

^O* the groun^l^ to heare the mandrake grone ^ 10 

And pluckt him up, though he grew full low: 
And> as I had done^ the cocke did crow. 

4 WITCH. 

And I ha' beene chusing out this scull 

From chamell houses that were fiiU 5 

From private grots^ and publike pits ; 15 

And frighted a sexton out of his wits. 

5 WITCH. 

Under a cradle I did crepe \ 

By day 5 and, when the childe was a-sleepe 

At night, I suck*d the breath 5 and rose. 

And pluck*d the nodding nurse by the nose. 20 

6 WITCH. 

I had a dagger : what did I with that ? 

Killed an infant to have his fat. 

A piper it got at a church-ale. 

) bade him again blow wind i' the t£^ile» 

7 WITCH. 
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7 WITCH. 

A murderer^ yonder, was hung in defines -, tb 

The sunne and the wind had shrunke his veiiiet : 
I bit o£f a sinew) I cUpp'd his haire -, 
I brought off his ragges^ that danced i* the ayve. 

8 WITCH. 

The scrich-owles egges and the feathers blaeke. 
The bloud of the frogge^ and the bone in his backe SO 
I have been getting 3 and made of his skin 
Apurset^ to keepe sir Cranion in. 

9 WITCH. 

And I ha* beene plucking (plants among) 
Hemlock^ henbane, addeifs-tongue, 
Night-shade> moone-wort, libbards-bane v 35 

And twise by the dogges was like to be tane. 

10 WITCH. 

I from the jawes of a gardincr*s bitch 

Did snatch these bones, and then leaped the ditch : 

Yet went I back to the house againe, 

Kill'd the blacke cat, and here is the braine. 40 

11 WITCH. 

I went to the toad, breedes under the wall, 

I charmed him out, and he came at my call 3 

I scratched out the eyes of the owle before ; 

I tore the batts wing : what would you have more ? 

DAME* 
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DAME. 

Yes : I have brought^ to helpe your vows^ 45 

Horned poppie^ cypresse boughes. 

The fig-tree wild, that growes on tombes, 
And jiiice^ that fh)in the larch-tree comes. 
The basiliskes bloud^ and the vipers skin : 
Axul now our orgies let's begin. 
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XXIV. 

ROBIN GOOD-FELLOW, 

alias PucKE, alias Hobgoblin, in the creed of 
ancient superstition, was a kind of merry sprite, whose 
character and achievements are recorded in this ballad, 
and in those well-known lines of Milton's L* Allegro, 
which the antiquarian Peck supposes to be owing to it: 

Tells how the drudging Goblin swet 
To earn his creame-bowle duly set : 
When in one night, ere glimpse of mome. 
His shadowy flail hath threshed the com 
That ten day-labourers could not end j 
Th^p-lies him down the lubber fiend, 
AiiMtretchd out all the chimneys length, 
Bas^ at the fire his hairy strength* 
And crop-full out of doors he flings. 
Ere the first cock his matins rings/' 

The reader will observe that our simple ancestors 
had reduced all these whimsies to a kind of system, as 
regular, and perhaps more consistent, than many 
parts of classic mythology : a proof of the extensive in- 
fluence and vast antiquity of these superstitions. Man- 
kind, and especially the common people, could not 
every where have been so unanimously agreed concern- 
ing these arbitrary notions, if they had not prevailed 
among them for many ages. Indeed, a learned firiend 
in Wales assures the Editor, that the existence of 
Fairies and Goblins is alluded to by the most ancient 
British Bards, who mention them under various names, 
one of the most common of which signifies ''The 
"spirits of the mountains." See also Preface to 
Song XXV. 

This 
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This song, which Peck -attributes to Ben Jonson 
(though it is not foimd among his works) is chiefly 
printed from an ancient black-letter copy in the British 
Museum. It seems to have been originally intended for 
some Masque. 

This Ballad is intitled, in the old black-letter copies, 
** llie merry Pranks of Robin Goodfellow. To the tune 
*' of Dulcina," &c. (See No. XIII. above.) . 

Jr ROM Oberon, in £airye land. 

The king of ghosts and shadowes there. 
Mad Robin I, at his command. 

Am sent to viewe the night-sports here. 

What revell rout 6 

Is kept about. 
In every comer where I go, 

I will o*ersee. 

And merry bee. 
And make good spojt, with ho, ho, ho ! 10 

' 4 

More swift than lightening can I flye 

About this aery welkin soone. 
And, in a minutes space, desCrye 

Each thing that's done belowe the moone. 

There's not a hag 16 

Or ghost shall wag. 
Or cry, « ware Goblins ! where I,go ; 
But Robin I 

Their feates will spy, / 

And send them home, with ho, ho, ho *. 90 

Whene'er 
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Whenever such wanderers I meete^ 

As from their night-sports they tmdge honft^ 
With counterfeiting voice I greete 

'And call them on, with me to roame 

Thro' woods, thro' lakes. 

Thro' bogs, thro' brakes j 
Or else, unseene, with them I go. 

All in the nicke 

To play some tricke 
And frolicke it, with ho, ho, ho ! 

Sometimes I meete them like a man; 

Sometimes, an ox, sometimes, a hound ; 
And to a horse I turn me can ; 
To trip and trot about them round. 

But if, to ride, ^ 

My backe they stride. 
More swift than wind away I go. 

Ore hedge and lands. 

Thro' pools and ponds 
I whirry, laughing, ho, ho, ho ! 

When lads and lasses merry be. 

With possets and with juncates fine $ 
Unseene of all the company, 

I eat their cakes and sip their wine ^ 
And, to make sport, 
I &rt and snort; 
And out the candles I do blow : 
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The maids I kiss 5 
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They shrieke— Who*s thk J 
I answer nought> but ho, ho^ ho t A 50 

t • - 

et now and then^ the maids to please^ , t 

At midnight I card up their wool! I : 
nd while they sleepe^ and take their ease> 
With wheel to threads their flax I pull. 

I grind at mill .55 

Their malt up still 5 
I dress their hemp^ I spin their tow. 
If any *wake> 
And would nie take> 
I wend me^ laughing, ho^ ho> ho!. , SO 

lien house or harth doth sluttish lye> 

I pinch the maidens black and blue 5 
he bed-clothes 'fi'bm the bedd pull I> 
And lay them naked all to view. 

'Twixt sleepe and wakci ' KS 

Idothemtake> 
And on the key-cold' floor Aem throw. 

If out they ciy. 

Then forth 1 fly. 
And loudly laugh out, hd, hd, ho ! 70 

lien any need to borrowe ought> 

We lend them what they do riequire t - 

dd for the use daooand we nought} i - ' 
Our owne is aU we do desire. 

Voij.. III. « If 
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If to repay, 7?^ 

They do delay^ 
; Abroad amdngst them then I go, 
, And night by night, 

I them affright 
With pinchings, dreames, aiAl ho, ho, h6 ! 80 



When lazie queans have nought to do, . 

But study how to cog and lye j 
To make debate and mischief too, ' " / 
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Twixt one another secretive : 

I marke their gloze, 85 

And it disclose. 
To them whom they have wronged so ; 

When I have done, 

I get megonp. 
And leave them scolding,, ho, ^, lio ! ' 90 

When men do traps and cagins. sQt 

In loop holes, where the vermine creepe. 
Who from their Ibldesi^^ houses, get 

Their duckes and geese, and lambes and sheepe: 

I spy the gin, 95 

And enter in. 
And sceme a vei*mine taken so ; 

But when they thers ■\ ■ > 

Approach me neare, * ' 

I leap out laugbiqg, ha, ho, hoi }0^ 

By 




By weUs and rills> in meadowes greene. 

We nightly dance our hey-day guise ; 
And to our &irye king and q\ieene , . 

We chant our moon-light minstrelsies. 

When larks '^ nilg> " ' i05 

Away we fling j 
And babes new borne steal as we gOj 
^ And elfe in bed 

We leave instead^ 
And wend us ]aughing> ho^ ho> hat 1 10 

from hag*bred MerHn*s time have I 

Thus nightly revelled to and fro ; 
And for my pranks men call me by 
the name of Robin Oood-fell6w. 

Fiends^ ghosts^ and sprites, 1 iS 

Who haunt the nightes> 
The hags and goblins do me know ; 

And beldames old 

My feates have told ; 
So FaU, VaU; ho, ho, ho ! 120 
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XXV. 

THE PAIB.Y QUEEN. 

We hkve here a short disp)^ of the pofpiilar 
concerning Fairibs. It will amird entertaimnent to a 
contemplative mind to trace these whimsicid opinions 
up to their origin. Whoever conndersy how eai^, how 
extensively^ and how uniformly, they have pievailed in 
these nations^ will not readily assent to the hypothesis 
of those who fetch them from the East so late as the 
time of the Croisriides. Whereas it is weQ knowh that 
our Saxon ancestors^ long before they left their German 
forests^ believed the existence of a Kind of dimymtive 
demons^ or middle species between men and spirits, 
whom they called Duergar or Dwarvs, aosd to ivham 
they attiibuted many wronderfiil perfonnanoes» hr es- 
ceeding human art Vid. Herya;;^ Saga Olsgi .yereQ. 
1675. Hickes Thesaur. &c. 

This Song is given (with some^correctionsr by another 
copy) from a book intitled ''The Mystexiea of Love and 
"Eloquence, &c.'* LoiuL ].6t5d.:8vo. 

C. I .'• . ■ 
oME, follow, follow me, 

•• .* . •♦ 
You, fairy elves that be : ' 

' » .1 

Which circle on the greene. 

Come follow Mab your queene. 

Hand in hand let*s dance ai'ound, 5 

For this place is &irye ground. 

When mortals are at rest. 
And snoring iii their nest ; 
Unheard, and unespy'd, 
Tl^rough key*holes we do glide ; 10 

Ovcf 
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Wetripit witkoMr&i|:y dves. • 

And> if the house be fool 

TUth platter^ dish> orbo\d* 

Up stairs we nimbly creep^ 15 

And find the sluts asleep : 
Hiere we pinch their armes a04 tbighes; 
None escapes^ nor none esfk$. ^ 

But if the house be swept> 

And fr(Hn un^eanness kept^ 20 

We praise the houshold maid. 

And dudy she Is pud : 
For we use before we goe 
To drop a tester in her shoe. 

Upon a mushroomes head S5 

Our table-cloth we spread j 

A grain of rye, or wheat. 

Is manchet, which we eat i 
Pearly drops of dew we drink 
In acorn cups fiU'd to the brink* 30 

r 

The brains of nightingales. 

With unctuous &t of snailes. 

Between two cockles stew'd. 

Is meat that*s easily chew'd ; 
Tailes of wormes, and marrow of mice 35 
Do fnake a dish^ that's wondMNis dice. 

The 
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The grdehopper, goat, and fly^ 

Serve for our minstrelsie ; 
^ Grace said^ we dance a while. 

And so the time beguile : 40 

And if the 'moon doth hide her head. 
The gloe-worm lights us home to bed* 

iyn tops of dewie grassc 

So nimbly do we passe. 

The yoking and tender stalk 45 

Ne'er bends when we do walk ; 
Yet in the Qibming may be seen 
Where we the nigbt before have been^^ 



* ■ 



I ■ 















4 



XSVl 



THB FAI&iES F^REWl^i^ ^03 






• ■ » , . • 



XXVI. 



th£ fairies farewell, 



This humorous old song fell from the hand of the 
"witty Dr. Corbet (aiPterwards bishop of Norwich, &c.) 
and-w printed from his Po^tica Stromata, I648> l^mo. 
^compared with the third edition of his Poems, 1672.) 
It is there called '^ A proper new Ballad, intitlads Thie 
" Fairies Farewell, or God-a-mercy Will, to be sung 
*' or whistled to the tune of The Meddow prow, 
*' by the learnedj by the uidearned, to the tttae of 
'♦Fortune/* 

The departure of Fairies is here attributed to the 
abolition of monkery : Chaucer has, with equal hu- 
mour, assigned a cause the very reverse, in his Wife of 
Bath'fi Tale. 



<€ 



In olde dayes of the king Artotu*, 
Of which that Bretons speken gret honour. 
All was this.lond fulfilled of fiaerie 3 
** The elf-quene, with hire joly compagnie 
'^ Danced ful oft in many a grene mede. 
" This was the ol(l opiniou as I ^rede j . 
*' I speke of many hundred yeres ago 5 
*' But now can no man see non elves. mo, 
*' For now the grete charitee aiid prayefes 
*' Of limitouiiBs and other holy freies, 
** Thajt serchen every land and everj stijen;ie,> 
* '' As thikke as motes in the sonne beine, 

Blissing halles, chambres, kichenes, and boures, 
Citees and burghes, castles high, :and touWs, 
Thropes and hemes, shepenesiuid dairi^, 
" This maketh that ther ben no faeries : 

" For 
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<' For tiier as wont to walken was an elf» 

'' Ther walketh now die limitour himself, 

'^ In undermdes and in morweninges^ 

'' And sayth his Matines and his hdy thinget, 

^' As he goth in his limitatioun, 

^* Women piay now eq safely up i^id douii, 

'' In every \msh, and under every tree, 

<' Ther is non other incubus but he^ 

'' And he pe will don hem no dishonour.". 

T>rwhitfs Chaujer, t p. ?56. 

Dr. Bichard Corbet^ having been bishop of Os&tti 
ld)0Ut three years,, and afterwaids i^ long biibopof 
Norwich, died in 1635, setat. S% ' 

r. . • • • 
ABBWEtL rewards and Fairies !. 

Good housewives now may say 2 
far now foule sluts in danies, 

Poe fegre as well as they : 
And though they sweepe their hearths no leas S 

Than naayds were wont tq doe. 
Yet who of late for cleaneliness 

I^lnds 8ixe->pe|ice ij^ \ier shoe } 

ligament, lanient old Abbies, 

The fiuries lost conupqfl(nd 3 . 10 

They did but change priests babies. 

But some have changed your land : 
And all your children stoln frtm thence 

Are now growne Puritanes, 
Who live as changelings ever sincej 15 

fixt love of yoior demaines. 

At 
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A tell-tale in their compai^ 
Thi^ never couUluidttre; 



At morning and at ^rening botii 

Ton merrf were and glad. 
So little care of aleepe and alath> ^ ' 

These prettie 'ladies hadl- ••-^ 20 

When Tdm>cameiho(aie from' labour, '■■■■'■ ■ ' 

Or Ciss to milking rose> 
Then merrily went their tabour^ 

And nimbly went their toes. y ■ 

. , • •' '■ . . . ' ' 

Witness those rings and robndeiayiMf ' ^5 

Of theirs, whidi yet remaine ; 
Were footed in qu^ne Maries dayei • ^ ^' 

On many a grassy fdayne. 
But sinee of late Elizabeth 

And later James came in ^ 30 

They never danc'd on any heathy 

As when the time hath }Mk 

By which wee note the fiuriet 

Were of the old profesi^am : 
Their songs were Ao^ Matidp ^ 

Their dances wereproeesskxi. 
But now, alas! they aQara^dcaidlf 

Or gone beyond the sees. 
Or &rther for religion fled. 

Or else they take their ease;. "^9 



Ifid 
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And whoso kepit not secretly .^ 

Their nkirth> was puiush*d suve : "- 
U was a just bnd christian deed' ';* . 45 

To pinch such b]acke*and blue 2 
O how the common-weith doth need . ' * 

Such justices as you ! . • - ■; 

... ^..; 
Now they have left our quarters ; .; , . r\ 

A Register they have> 60 

Who can pres^^rve their charten y . r 

A man both wise and grave. 
An hundodd of their merry pranks 

By one that I could name 
Are kept in store ; con twenty tlianks 55 

To William for the same. 

To William Chi|i?ic of Staffordshire ' 

Give bud and praises due^ 
Who every meale.can nn^nd your cheam^ 1 

With tales bpih okl and true : / .' 00 

To William all give audience, -.' , -T 

And pray yqe-for his.noddle ; . t 

For all the i^ries ^^vidence 

Were lost; if it^were«addle. . > 



^ .'^4^* After these SoMos .On the Fairies, the Reader 
may be curious to see the manner in which they were 
formerly invoked and bound tu human service. la Ash- 
inole*s collection of MSS. at Oxford [Num. 8959. 1406. 
2.]> s^i^ ^^6 papers of. aome^AIchymist, whichcontain 

a variety 



a Tariety of Incantations and Forms cff Conju^g' both 
FAiittEs, WiTC0£», and' DsMOirs>' priaeipaify; as it 
'should seem/ to assist him in his great work^of tran^ 
mwdng metals. Most of them are too impiobs to be 
]«^l4nted : but tbbtrvo following'' may be iirerviinioceady 
hKUghed-atr- *• i* • • .■- ^- •• •'■•; /'■•>, » • 

¥i%oe^^!(k)Oks into Ben- Jonson-s ALCHirMxsr^ Tuli 
fihd' thsit these 'impo6t6rs> among their bth€pr>secv0t9V- 
4Sfected to:have'ai)k>wi^ over Fairies : and thai ^<I1m^ 
were commonly expected to be sfeeil in a ^chtistal glasa 
appears from that extraordinary book, " The Relation 
*^ofp9. J(An Dee's actions wfth Spirits^ 1*660," folio, 

^ At^ fekckLL'SKTC^WAl'tOigettaFATaiii (For myself 
^' IMbalf Margakxtt Barrance ^ but this will obteind 
^any dne that is not ailready bownd.) 

,^ /' FIRST, gett- d broad square christaD or Venice 
glasse, in len^h and lireadth S inches. Th^n lay tnat 
^las^ or chnsTall in the bldtid of a white liennel S Wed-' 
pesdayes, or ^ iPridayes. iTh^n t^e it diit^ ^d Avash if 
with hply aq. said futnigate it. Then tske 3 l^zle sticks, 
or wands of an yeare groth : pill ihem'fajrte and yhite; 
and make ' thein' sp^ lOngCj^as Jrou wiite the flriRiT^xs 
tiwe^ or Fayribs niamie, which you cal}>''3 tihies oil 
^ery sticke being 'made flattf dn'orie side.! Theribifrjf 
them under some hill, whereas you Sil^i^dSfe^Virirrirs: 
haunt, the Wednesday before you call her: and the 
Friday followinge take them uppe, and call her at 8 or 3 
or 10 of the clocke, which be good planetts and houres 
for that turne : but when you call, be in cleane life, and 
tume thy face towards the east. And when you have 
her, bind her to that stone oi> glasse.** ^^ '*■ 

*^ An Unguent to annoynt under the Eyelids^ and upon 
the Eyelids eveninge and morninge : but especially 
when you call j or find your sight not perfect. 

'^ }^. A pint of sallet-ovle, and put it into a viall 
f lasse: but fu^t wash it with rose-water^ and marygold* 

water; 
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wmter : tbe flowers ' to' be gathered towards the cast 
Wash it. tin the ojle come white.;, then put it into tha 
s^M>e> nt supra : and then put thereto the hudds of 
Aolyhocke, the flowers of marygold> the flowers or toppes 
•fwildtfahne, the hudds of young hazle : andthetlUme 
must be gathered neare the side 6E a hill where Fatbies 
we to be: and 'take' the grasse of a fayrie throne, there. 
All these put into the oyle^ into the gtesse : and sflt it tQ 
disBohe 3 dayes in the sunn^ and tbw keqi it for thy 
vmt', ut supra." 

After this Receipt for the Unguent IbBowi a Fotm of 
Incantation, when^ the Alchymist coniiures a Fairy, 
named Elabt Gatkow, to appear to him in that C^uya* 
tal Glass, meekfyand inikily; to resolve him tMtj in all 
manner of questions; and to be obedient to all his com* 
mands, unoer pain of Damnation, &c. 

One of the vtdgar opinions abcMit Fairies is, that they 
cannot be seen by human eyes^ iidthout a partinilar charm 
exerted in &Tour of the person who is to see them : and 
that they strike with blindness such as, having the gift 
of seeing them, take notice of them nuad a-propos. 

As for the Hazle Sticks mentioned above, they were 
to be probably of that species called the Witch Hazlb; 
which received its name from this manner of applying 
it in inctuKtatmns. 
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I. 

THE BIRTH OF ST. GEORGE. 

The incidents in this^ and the other ballad of St« 
Gborqb and the Dragon, are chiefly taken from the 
old story-book of the SevenChampionsof Christendome; 
which> though now the plaything of children, was once 
in high repute. Bp. Hall, in his Satires, published in 
1597> ranks 

*' St. Geoi^*s sorell, and, his cross of blood,** 
among the most popular stories of his tuooe : and an i|^ 

genious 
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I^enioas critic thinks that Spencer hiiiiaelf did net dis* 
dflun to horrovr hints from it* ; though I much doidit 
whether this pofriM* niinanw we» mitten so cnri^ •» 
the Faeiy Queen. 

The author of this hook of the Seven Ghanaians was 
one Bidiard Johnson^ who lived in the reigns of Elixa* 
beth and James, as we coDeet from his other pdifica- 
tions; viz.— '' The nine worthies of London: 1598/ 
4tOv— ''The feasant walks of Moor fidda: 1007/ 4to. 
^-'' A crown garland d Goakkn BoBe% jgjsUiered, &c. 
1612/ 8¥0.— " The life and death of Rob. Cedn, £. of 
Safisbnry, 1612/ 4to.— " The Hist, of Tom of Lincoln;' 
4to. is also bj R. J. who likewise reprinted " Don 
Flores of Greece/* 4to. 

The Seven Champions, though written in a wild in^^ 
iBated style, contains some strong Gothic painting i 
which seems, for the most part, copied frtnn the mo- 
trical romances of former ages. At least the story of 
SC George and the &ir Sabra in taken almost Terbs^im 
from the old poetical l^end of '' Syr Bevis of Hamp^ 
ton.'* 

This very antique poem was in great &me in Chau' 
cer's time [see above pag. 144.], and so continued till 
t)ie introduction of printing, when it ran through se- 
veral editions -, two of which are in black letter, 4to. 
** imprinted by Wyllyam Copland,*' without date -, con- 
taining great variations. 

As a specimen of the poetic powers of this very old 
rhimist, and as a proof how closely the author of the 
Se\'en Champions has followed him, take a description 
of the dragon slain by sir Bevis. 

— Whan the dragon, that foule is. 
Had a sygbt of syr Bevis^ 
He cast up a loude cry, 
'^ As it had thondred in the sky ; 

♦ Mp. Warton. Vid, Obserrktions on the Fsiiy Queen, 9 vot-^ 

« He 
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^' lie turned bia My towarde the sen ; ^ 

''jit was greater than any tonne : ^ > 

'' His scales was brygl^ter then. the glas, 

** And harder they were than any bras ; 

V JBetwene his shulder and his tayle, 

'' Was fortjp fote withoirte fayk. .• j •• 

*' He waltred out of his denne, * 

And Bevip pricked bis stede then> 
'* 'And to hym a spere be thraste 
.That all to shyvers he it braste : 
The dra^n then gan Bevis assayle^ 
And smote syr Bevis with his tayle : - * 

'' Then downe went horse and man^ 
*'; And two lybbes of Bevis brused than. ! i 

I 

Atter a long fights at lengthy as the dragon was pre* 
paring to fly^ sir Be\is 

• ■ * 

" Hit him mider the wynge, 

'' As he was in bis^flyenge^- 

'' There be was tender without scak^ 

" And Bevis thought to be his bale. 

''He smote after, as I you saye. 

With his good sword Moi^laye. 

Up to the hiltes Morglay yode 

Throc^harte, lyver, bone, andbloude: 
" To the ground feU the dragon, 
" Great joye syr Bevis begon. 
'* Under the sades al on boght 
" He smote off his head forth right. 

And put it on a spere : &c.*' Sign. K. iv. 
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Sir Bevis^s dragon is evidently the parent of that in 
the Seven Champions, see Chap. III. viz. " The dragon 
" no sooner had a sight of him [St. George] but he 
" gave such a terrible peal, as though it had thundered 

" in the elements Betwixt his shoulders and his tail 

" were fifty feet in distance, his scales glistering as 
f* bright as silver, but &r more hard than brass -, his 

beDv 
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• 

*' belly of the colour of g«M; but bigger tlwb ft tun. 
^' Thus weltered he fhxn his den^ &c. . . . The cMainpion 
** . . ..gave the dragon such a tlmist with hk 8pear> that 
'' it shivered in a thousand pieces : Whereat the Airioos 
'' dragon so fiercely smote him with his venombus tail, 
^' that down fell man and hoM : in iddch fidl two dt 
*' St. George's ribs were so brui9ed> 6te.*— At fength. . 
^' . . St. G^rge smote the dfagonundei^ the wkir where 
^' it was tender without scale, whereby his gOdd sword 
*' Ascalon with an easie passage went to the Very hilt 
^'through both the drigcm^s hearty Ik«r« bone^ and 
" blood.— Then St. Geol|pe ent off the drag«m*s head« 
*^ and pitcht it upon the truncheon of a spear^' &c." 

The Histoiy of the Sev^i Champions, being written 
]ust before the decline of books of chivaliy, was nexreri 

beBeve, translated into any forei^ language : but 
'^ Le Roman de Beuves of Hantonn^ was pubfished at 
Paris m 1502, 4to Let.Gokhique. 

The learned Selden telb us, that about tiie time of 
the Norman invasion was Bans fhmous with the title of 
Earl of Southampton, whose residfiice was at Duhcton 
in Wiltshire} but he observes, that the numkishenlaige'' 
ments of his story havemade his very existenoe doubted. 
See Notes on Poly-Qlbion, Song III. 

This hath also been the case of St. Geoige himself} 
whose martial history is allowed to be apocryphal. But, 
to prove that there really existed an orthodox Saint dl 
this name (although little or nothing, it seems, is known 
of his genuine story) is the sulfiect of '' An Historical 
'' and Critical Inquiry into the Existence and ChaiBcter 
" of Saint George, &c. By the Rev. J. MUner> F.S. A. 
*' 1792, 8vo." 

The Equestrian Figure worn by the Knights of tiie 
Garter, has been understood to bis an emblem of the 
Christian warrior, in his spuitual armour, vanquiahiog 
the old serpent. 

But on this subject the inquisitive reader may consult 
^' A Dissertation on thei Original of the Equeitrian 

♦' Figure 
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*^ Figure of the George and of the Garter^ ensigns of 
" the most noble order of that name. Illustrated with 
'' copper-plates. By John Pettingal, A. M. Fellow of 
*^ the Society of Antiquaries, London^ 1753/* 4to. ThiB 
learned and cuiious work the author of the Historical 
and Critical Inquiry would have done well to have 
seen. 

It cannot be denied, but that the following baUad is 
for the most part modern : for which reason it would 
have been thrown to the end of the volume, had not its 
sulgect procured it a place here. 

JLiisTEN, lords, in bower and hall, 

I sing the wonderous birth 
Of brave St. George, whose valorqus arm 

Rid monsters h'om the earth : 

Distresse'd ladies to relieve 5 

He travell'd many a day j 
In honour of the Christian faith^ 

Which shall endm:e for aye. 

In Coventry sometime did dwell 

A knight of worthy fsune, ' 10 

High steward of this noble realme ; 

Lord Albert was his name. 

He had to wife a princely dame. 

Whose beauty did excell. 
This virtuous lady, being with child, 15 

In sudden sadness fell: 

TOi.. Ill* T For 
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For thirty nights uo -€x>iier ?leep 
Had elos'ti lier wakctxii eyes. 

But, io ! a tbui and tbartid dream 
Her tancy would -iirprize : 

She dreamt a dnifroii tierce anil fell 
G)n<*iv d within her w<nim : 

Wln)se mcirtal tanj? her 'jiKiv rent 
Ere he to life could come. 

All woc^4iegone, and sad was ahej 
She niMiiisht oonsraiir wne : 

Yet strove ro irule it from her lord. 
Lest he should sorrow know. 

In vain she strove ; her tender lord. 
Who watchd her :.lit;htest look. 

Discover' (I s<xin her secret pain. 
And soon tliat pain partook. 

Ami when to him the fearful cause 

She weepuig did impart. 
With kindest speech he strove to heal 

The anguish of her heart. 

Be comforted, my lady dear. 
Those pi rrhr drops refrain ; 

Betide it^*^ ^^^1. hetide me woe, 
ril try to ea&e thj pain. 
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And for this foul and fearful dream^ 

That causeth all thy woe. 
Trust me I'll travel far away 

But ril the meaning knowe. 

Then giving many a fond embrace, 45 

And shedding many a teare. 
To the weird lady ©f the woods. 

He purpos'd to repaire. 

To the weird lady of the woods. 

Full long and many a day, 50 

Thro' lonely shades and thickets rough 

He winds his weary way. 

At length he reach'd a dreary dell 

With dismal yews o'erhung ; 
Where cypress spred its mournful boughs, 55 

And pois'nous nightshade sprung. 

No chearful gleams here pierc'd the gloom. 

He hears no chearful sound : 
But shrill night-ravens' yelling scream. 

And serpents hissing round. 60 

The shriek of fiends and damned ghosts 

Ran howling thro' his ear : 
A chilling horror froze his heart, 

Tho' all uniis'd to fear. 

T 2 Three 
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Three times he strives to win his way, ^ 

' And pierce those sickly dews : 
Three times to bear his trembling corse 
His knocking knees refuse. 

At length upon his beating breast 

He signs the holy ^rosse ; 70 

And, rouzing up his' wonted might. 

He treads th* unhallowed mosse. 

Beneath a pendant craggy chS^ 

All vaulted like a grave. 
And opening in the solid rock, 7^ 

He found the inchanted cave. 

An iron gate clos'd up the mouth. 

All hideous and forlome ; 
^d, £Eisten*d by a silver chain, 
«Near hung a brazed }iome. 80 

Then o£fering up a secret prayer. 

Three times he blowes amaine : 
Three times a deepe and hollow sound 

Did answer him againe. 
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Sir knight, thy lady beares a son, 85 

*' Who, like a dragon bright. 

Shall prove most dreadful to his fl^es* 

'* And terrible in fight 
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*' His name advanced in future times 

** On banners shall be worn : 90 

" But lo ! thy lady s life must passe 

" Before he can be born." 

All sore opprest with fear and doubt 

Long time lord Albert stood j 
At length he winds his doubtful way 95 _ 

Back thro' the dreary wood. 

Eager to clasp his lovely dame 

Thei> fast he travels back : 
But when he reach'd his castle gate^ 

pis gate was hung with black. * 100 

In every court and hall he found 

A sullen silence reigne 5 
Save where, amid the lonely towers. 

He heard her maidens *plaine ; 

And bitterly lament and weep, 105 

With many a gi'ievous grone : 
Then sore his bleeding heart misgave^ 

His lady's life was gone. 

With faultering step he entei-s in. 

Yet half aflraid to goe ; 110 

With trembling voice asks why they grieve. 

Yet fears the cause to knowe. 



J* 
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'' Three times the sun hath rose and set j" 
The)- said, then stopt to weep : 
Since heaven hath laid thy lady deare 115 

In death*s eternal sleep. 






*' For, ah ! in travel sore she fell, 

'* So sore that she must dye j 
'* Unless some shrewd and punning kech 

'* Coidd ease her presentlye. 1^ 

'' But when a cunning leech was fet, 

" Too soon declared he, 
*' She, or her babe must lose its life ; 

'' Both saved could not be. 

" Now take my life, thy lady ssdd, 125 

*' My little infant save : 
'* And O commend me to my lord, 

" When I am laid in grave. 

'^ O tell him how that precious babe 

'* Cost him a tender wife : 130 

'^ And teach my son to lisp her name, 

*' Who died to save his life. 

^' Then calling still upon thy name, 

*' And praying still for thee j 
'^ Without repining or complaint, 135 

" Her gentle soul did flee." * 

What 
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What tongiie can paint lord Albret's woe. 

The bitter tears he shed. 
The bitter pangs that wrung his heart. 

To find his lady dead ? 140 

He beat his breast : he tore his hair j 

And shedding many a tear. 
At length he askt to see his son 5 

The son that cost so dear. 

New sorrowe seiz*d the damsells all : 145 

At length they faiiltering say 5 
Alas ! my lord, how shall we tell ? 
Thy son is stoln away. 






'^ Fair as the sweetest flower of springs 

'^ Such was his infant mien : 150 

*^ And on his Httle body stampt 

'* Three wonderous marks were seen : 

'^ A blood-red cross was on his arm 3 

'^ A dragon on his breast : 
f ^ A little garter all of gold 155 

'^ Was round his leg exprest. 

*' Three carefull nurses we provide 

'* Our little lord to keep : 
^' One gave hini sucke, one gave him food, 

^* And one did lull to sleep, 160 



'' But ^ 
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'' But lo ! all in the dead of night, 

" We heard a fearful sound : 
*' Loud thunder clapt ; the castle shook 5 
And lightning flasht around. 
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Dead with affright at first we lay -, 163 

But rousing up anon, 
'^ We ran to see our little lord ; 
" Our little lord was gone ! 

*^ But how or where we could not tell 5 

For lying on the ground, 170 

In deep and magic slumbers laid, . 
'* The nurses there we found/' 

O grief on grief ! lord Albret said : 

No more his tongue cou'd say. 
When ^ling in a deadly swoone, 175 

Long time he lifeless lay. 

At length restored to life and sense 

He nourisht endless woe. 
No future joy his heart could taste^ 

No future comfort know. 180 

t 

So withers on the mountain top 

A fair and stately oake, 
Whose vigorous arms are torne away 
By some rude thunder-stroke. 



At 
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At length Ins castle irksome grew, 185 

He loathes his wonted home ; 
His native country he forsakes. 

In foreign lands to roame. 

There up and downe he wandered fcir. 

Clad in a palmer's gown: 190 

TiU his brown locks giew white as wool. 
His beard as thistle down. 

At length, all wearied, down in death 

He laid his reverend head. 
Meantime amid the lonely wilds 195 

His little son was bred. 

There the weird lady of the woods 

Had borne him far away. 
And train'd him up in feates of armes. 

And every martial play. 500 
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II. 

ST. GEORGE AND THE DRAGON. 

The following ballad is given (with some corrections) 
from two ancient black-letter copies in the Pepys Col- 
lection : one of which is in l^mo^ the other in folio. 

vJf Hector's deeds did Homer singj 

And of the sack of stately Troy, 
What griefs fair Helena did bring. 

Which was sir Paris' only joy ; 
And by my pen I will recite 5 

St, George's deeds, an English knight. 

Against the Sarazens so rude 

Fought he full long and many a day y 

Where many gyaiits he subdu'd. 

In honour of the Christian way: 10 

And after many adventures past 

To Egypt land he came at last. 

Now, as the story plain doth tell. 

Within that countrey there did rest 

A dreadful dragon fieice and fell, 15 

Whereby they were full sore opprest : 

Who by his poisonous breath each day. 

Did many of the city slay. 

The 
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The grief whereof did i^row so great 

Throughout the limits of the land, 20 

That they their vvirfe-men did intreat 

To shew their cunninj: out of liand; 
What way they might this nend destroy. 
That did the countrey thus annoy. 

The wise-men all before the king 25 

This answer fram'd incontinent j 
Tlie dragon none to death might bring 

By any means tbey could invent : 
His skin more hard than brass was found. 
That sword nor spear could pierce nor wound. 30 

When this the people understood. 

They crjed out most piteouslye. 
The dragon's breath infects their blood. 

That every day in heaps they dye ; 
Among them such a plague it bred, 35 

The hving scarce could bury the dead. 

No means there were, as they could hear. 
For to appease the dragon's r^e. 

But to present some virgin cleai-. 

Whose blood his fuiy might asswage -, 40 

Each day he would a maiden eat. 

For to allay his hunger great. 

Tliis 
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This thing by art the wise-men found. 

Which truly must observed be > 
Wherefore throughout the city round 45 

A virgin pure of good degree 
Was by the king's commission still 
Taken up to serve 'the dragon's will. 

Thus did the dragon every day 

Untimely crop some virgin flowr, 50 

Till all the maids were worn away. 

And none were left him to devour : 
Saving the king's fair daughter bright^ 
Her father's only heart's delight. 

Then came the officers to the king 65 

That heavy message to declare, 
WTiich did his heait with sorrow sting ; 

She is, quoth he, my kingdom's heir : 
let us all be poisoned here. 
Ere she should die, that is my dear, CO 

Then rose the people presently. 

And to the king in rage they went ; 

They said his daughter dear should dye, 
The dragon's fury to prevent : 

Our daughters all are dead, quoth they, 65 

And have been made the dragon's prey : 



And 
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And by their blood we rescued were. 

And thou hast sav'd thy life thereby 5 

And now in sooth it is but faire. 

For us thy daughter so should die. TO 

O save my daughter, said the king ; 

And let me feel the dragon's sting. 

Then fell fair Sabra on her knee, 
^ And to her father dear did say, 
O fether, strive not thus for me, 75 

But let me be the dragon's prey; 
It may be, for my sake alone 
This plague upon the land was thrown* 

Tis better I should dye, she said. 

Than all your subj?ct3 perish quite; 80 

Perhaps the dragon here was laid. 

For my offence to work his spite: 
And after he hath suckt my gore, 
Your land shall feel the grief no more. 

What liast thou done, my daughter dear, 85 

For to deserve this heavy scourge ? 

It is my fault, as may appear. 

Which makes the gods our state to purge j 

Then ought I die, to stint the strife. 

And to preserve thy happy life. 90 

Like 
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Like miifl-nr.n. alJ the people cried. 
Thy (Ic.ith to iir. ciiii do no good 5 

Our safety ori'v clolh abide 

In making her the dragon's food. 

Lo ! here 1 am, ] come, quoth she, 95 

Tlierefore do whtit you v\ill with me. 

Nay stjn', dear daughter, quoth the queen. 
And as thoa art a virgin bright. 

That hast for vertue fimous been, 

So let p.e cloath thee all in white ; 100 

And crown tliy head with flo^^ ers sweet. 

An ornamen*: f(»r \irgins meet. 

And when ^^he was attired so. 

According to her niotlier's mind. 

Unto the htak** then did ->he go ; 105 

To which lier teiuier limbs they bind : 

And being bound to s akc a thrall. 

She bade farewell unto them all. 

Farewell, my father dear, quoth she. 

And my sweet mother meek and mild 3 110 

Take you no thought nor weep for me. 
For you may h^vve another child : 

Since for my countiy's good I dye. 

Death 1 receive most wiUinglye. 



The 
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Tlie king and queen and all their train 114 

With weeping eyes went then their way. 

And let their daughter there remain. 
To be the hungry dragon's prey : 

But as she did there weeping lye. 

Behold St. George came riding by. 120 

And seeing there a lady bright 

So rudely tyed unto a stake. 
As well became a valiant knight. 

He straight to her his way did take : 
Tell me, sweet maiden, then quoth he, 125 

V\Tiat caitif thus abuseth thee ? 

And, lo ! by Cluist his cross I vow, 

Wliich here is figured on my breast, 

I will revenge it on his brow. 

And break my lance upon his chest : 130 

And speaking thus whereas he stood. 

The dragon issued from the wood. 

The lady that did first espy 

The dreadful dragon coming so. 
Unto St George aloud did cry, 13^ 

And willed him away to go -, 
Here comes that cursed fiend, quoth she. 
That soon will make an end of me. 



St. 
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St. George then looking round about> 

The fiery dragon soon espy'd, 140 

And like a knight of courage stout. 

Against him did most fiercely ride 5 

And with such blows he did him greet. 

He fe& beneath his horse's feet. 

For with his launce that was so strong, 145 

As he came gaping in his &ce. 
In at his mouth he thrust along 5 

For he could pierce no other place : 
And thus within the lady's view 
This mighty dragon straight he slew. 150 

The savoiu* of his poisoned breath 

Could do this holy knight no harm. 

Thus he the ladv sav*d from dtath. 
And home he led her by the arm; 

Which when king Ptolemy did see, 155 

There was great mirth and melody. 

When as that valiant champion there 
Had ^ lain the dragon in the field. 

To court he brought ttie lady foir, 

VI'Tiich to their hearts much joy did yield. IGO 

He in the court of Egypt staid 

Till he most falsely was betray'd. 



That 
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hat lady dearly lov'd the knight^ 

He counted her his only joy; 165 

ut when their love was brought to l^ht. 

It turned unto the^r great annoy : 
h' Morocco king was in the courts 
^o to the orchard did resort, 

ayiy to take the pleasant air, 170 

For pleasure sake he us'd to walk, 

nder a wall he oft did hear 

St. George with lady Sabra talk : 

heir love he shew'd unto the king, 

liich to St, George great woe did bring, 175 

hose kings together did devise ^ 

To make the Christian knight away, 

1th letters him in curteous wise 
They straightway sent to Persia : 

lit wrote to the sophy him to kill, 180 

ad treacherously his blood to spill. 

aus they for good did him reward 

With evil, and most subtiUy 
r such vile meanes they had regard 

To work his death most cruelly; 185 

ho, as through Persia land he rode, 
ith zeal destroyed each idol god. 

III. u For 
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For which offence he straight was thrown 

Into a dungeon dark and deep ; 
Where, when he thought his wrongs upon^ 190 

He bitterly did wail and weep : 
Yet like a knight of courage stout. 
At length his way he digged out. 

Three grooms of the king of Persia 

By night this valiant champion slew^ 196 

Though he had fasted many a day \ 

And then away from thence he flew 
On the best steed the sophy had $ 
Which when he knew he was full mad. 

Towards Christendom he made his flight, tOO 

But met a gyant by the way. 
With whom in combat he did fight 

Most valiantly a summer's day: 
Who yet, for all his bats of steel. 
Was forced the sting of death to feel. 205 

Back o'er the seas with many bands 
Of warlike souldiers soon he past. 

Vowing upon those heathen lands 

To work revenge -, which at the last. 

Ere thrice three years were gone and spentj 810 

He wrought unto his heart's content. 



Save 



I 
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Save onely Egypt land he spar'd 

For Sabra bright her only sake^ 
And, ere for her he had r^ard. 

He meant a tryal kind to make : 215 

Mean while the king, o'ercome in fields 
Unto saint George did quickly yield. 

Then straight Morocco's king he slew. 

And took fair Sabra to his wife. 
But meant to try if she were true 2*0 

Ere with her he would lead his life : 
And> tho* he had her in his train. 
She did a vii^gin pure remain. 

Toward England then that lovely dame 

The brave St. George conducted strait, 22$ 

An eunuch also with them came. 
Who did upon the lady wait; 

These three from Egypt went alone. 

Now mark St. George's valour shown. 

When as they in a forest were, 230 

The ladv did desire to rest : 
Mean while St. George to kill a deer. 

For their repast did think it best : 
Leavii^ her with the eunuch there. 
Whilst he did go to kill the deer. 235 

v2 But 
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But lo ! all in his absence came 

Two hungiy lyons fierce and MJt, 

And tore the eunuch on the same 
In pieces small, the truth to tell} 

Down by the lady then they laid> 240 

Whereby they shewed, she was a maid. 

But when he came from hunting back> 
And did behold this heavy chance^ 

Then for his lovely vii^gin's sake 

His courage strait he did advance^ 245 

And came into the lions sight. 

Who ran at him with all their might 

Their rage did him no whit dismay. 

Who, like a stout and valiant knight. 

Did both the hungry lyons slay 250 

Within the lady Sabra's sight : 

Who all' this while sad and demure. 

There stood most like a vij*gin pure. 

Now when St. George did surely know 

This lady was a virgin true, 256 

|Iis heart was glad, that er/it was woe. 
And all his love did soon renew : 

He set her on a palj&^ey steed, 

And towards England came with speed. 

Where 
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Where being in short space arriv'd 260 

Unto his native dwelling place ^ 
Therein with his dear love he liv'd. 

And fortune did his nuptials grace : 
They many years oi joy did see. 
And led their lives at Coventry. 965 
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III. 



LOVE WILL FIND OUT THE WAY. 

a 

This excellent song is ancient : but we could only gyre 

it j^m a modem copy. 

wvBR the mountains^ 

And over the waves ; 
Under the fountains. 

And under the graves } 
Under floods that are deepest, 6 

Which Neptune obey ^ 
Over rocks that are steepest. 

Love will find out the way. 

Where there is no place 

For the glow-worm to lye j 10 

Where there is no space 

For receipt of a fly; 
Where the midge dares not venture. 

Lest herself fast she lay; 
If love come, he will enter, 15 

And soon find out his way. 



You 
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You may esteem him 

A child for his might 3 
Or you may deem him 

A coward from his flight : ^ 

But if she, whom love doth honour. 

Be conceal'd from the day. 
Set a thousand guards upon her. 

Love will find out the way. 

Some think to lose him, 35 

By having him confin'd^ 
And some do suppose him. 

Poor thing, to be blind } 
But if ne*er so close ye wall him. 

Do the best that you may, 30 

Blind love, if so ye call him, 

WiU find out his way. 

You may trsdn the eagle 

To stoop to your fist 5 
Or you may inveigle 85 

The phenix of the east 3 
The lioness, ye may move her 

To give o'er her prey 5 
But you'll ne'er stop a lover : 

He will find out his way. 40 



*_* 
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IV. 
LORD THOMAS AND FAIR ANNET, 

A SCOTTISH BALLAD^ 

leems to be composed (not without improvements) 
out of two ancient English ones, printed in the former 
part of this volume. See book I. ballad XV. and 
book II. ballad IV. — If this had been the <^iginal, the 
authors of those two ballads would hardly have adopted 
two such different stories : besides, this contains en- 
largements not to be found in either of the others. It 
is given, with some correctioDS, from a MS copy 
transmitted from Scotland. 

Xjord Thomas and £ur Annet 

Sate a* day on a hill j 
Whan night was cum, and sun was sett. 

They had not talkt their fill. 

I 
Lord Thomas said a word in jest, & 

Fair Annet took it ill : 
A' ! I will nevir wed a wife 

Against my ain friends will. 

Gif ye wuU nevir wed a wife, 

A wife wull neir wed yee. 10 

Sae he is hame to tell his mither. 

And knelt upon his knee : 

O rede. 
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O rede, O rede, mithcr, he says, 
A gude rede gie to mee : 

sail I tak the nut-browne bride, 15 
And let feire Annet bee ? 

The nut-browne bride haes gowd and gear. 

Fair Annqt she has gat nane ; 
And the little beauty &ir Annet has, 

O it wull soon be gane ! 20 

And he has till his brother gane : 

Now, brother, rede ye mee j 
A' sail I marrie the nut-browne bride. 

And let fair Annet bee ? 

The nut-browne bride has oxen, brother, 2S 

The nut-browne bride has kye j 

1 wad hae ye marrie the nut-browne bride. 

And east fair Annet bye. 

Her oxen may dye i* the house, BilUe, 

And her kye into the byre -, 30 

And I sail hae nothing to my sell, 
Bot a fat fadge by the fyre. 

And he has till his sister gane : 

Now, sister, rede ye mee ; 
O sail I marrie the nut-browne bride, 35 

And set fair Annet free ? 

Ise 
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Ise rede ye tak fair Annet^ Thomas, 

And Jet the browne bride alane ; 
Lest ye sould sigh and say» Alace ! 

What is this we brought hame ? 40 

No, I will tak my mithers comisel. 

And marhe me owt o* hand ; 
And I will tak the nut-browne bride ; 

Fair Annet may leive the land. 

Up then rose &ir Annets father 45 

Twa hours or it wer day. 
And he is gane into the bower, ^ 

Wherein fair Annet lay. 

Rise up, rise up, &ir Annet, he says. 

Put on your silken sheene } 50 

Let us gae to St. Maries kirke. 
And see that rich weddeen. 

My maides, gae to ro/dressing-roome. 

And dress to me my hair ; 
\\Tiair-eir yee laid a plait before, 55 

Sec yee lay ten times mair. 

My maids, gae to my dressing-room. 

And dress to me my smock ^ 
The one half is o* the hoUand fine. 

The other o' needle-work (50 

The 
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The horse fair Annet rade upon> 

He amblit like the wind, 
Wr siller he was shod before, 

W burning gowd behind. 

Four and twanty siller bells 65 

Wer a' tyed till his mane. 
And yae tift o' the norland wind. 

They tinkled ane by ane. 

Four and twanty gay gude knichts 

Rade by feir Annets side, . 70 

And four and twanty &ir ladies. 

As gin she had bin a bride. 

And whan she cam to Maries kirk. 

She sat on Maries stean : 
The cleading that fair Annet had on 7i» 

It skinkled in their een. 

And whan she cam into the kirk. 

She shimmer*d like the sun; 
The belt that was about her wadst. 

Was a' wi* pearles bedone. 80 

She sat her by the nut-browne bride. 

And her een they wer sae clear. 

Lord Thomas he clean forgat the bride. 

Whan £ur Annet she drew near. 

He 
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He had a rose into his hand^ 8$ 

And he gave it kisses three^ 
And reaching by the nut-browne bride^ 

Laid it on £adr Annets knee. 

Up than spak the nut-browne bride. 

She spak wi* meikle spite $ 90 

And whair gat ye that rose-water. 

That does mak yee sae white ? 

O t did get the rose-water 

Whair ye wull neir get nane^ i 
For I did get that very rose-water 95 

Into my mithers wame. 

The bride she drew a long bodkin, 

Frae out her gay head-gear. 
And strake fidr Annet xmto the heart. 

That word she nevir spak main 100 

Lord Thomas he saw fair Annet wex pale. 

And marvelit what mote bee : 

« 

But whan he saw her dear hearts^ blude, 
A' wood-wroth wexed hee. 

He drew his dagger, that was sae sharp, 105 

That was sae sharp and meet. 
And drave into the nut-browne bride. 

That fell deid at his feit. 

Now 
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Now stay for me, dear Annet, he sed. 

Now stay, my dear, he cry'd ; HO 

Then strake the dagger until! his heart. 
And fell deid by her side. 

Lord Thomas was buried without kirk-wa'. 

Fair Annet within the quiere 3 
And o* the tane thair grew a birk, 115 

The other a bonny briere. 

And ay they grew, and ay they threw. 

As they wad faine be neare ; 
And by this ye may ken right weil. 

They were twa luvers deare. 120 
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V. 
UNFADING BEAUTY. 

This little beautiful sonnet is reprinted from a small 
Yolume of "Poems by Thomas Carew^ Esq. one of the 

gentlemen of the privie-chamber^ and sewer in ordi* 

nary to his majesty (Charles I.) Lond. 1640.*' Thb 
elegant and almost-forgotten writer, whose poems have 
been deservedly revived, died, in the prime of his age, 
in 1639. 

In the original follows a third stanza ; which, not 
being of general application, nor of equal merit, i have 
ventured to omit. 

Jrl EE, that loves a rosie cheeke. 

Or a corall lip admires, 
Or from star-like eyes doth seeke 
^ Fuell to maintaine his fires, 

A3 old time makes these decay, 5 

So his flames must waste away. 

But a smooth and sted&st mind, 
Gentle thoughts, and calme desires. 

Hearts with equal love combin'd. 

Kindle never-dying fires : 10 

Where these are not, I despise 

Lovely cheekes, or lips, or eyes. 
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VI. 

GEORGE BARNWELL. 

The subject of this ballad is sufficiently popular from 
the modem play which is founded upon it. This was 
written by George L ill o, a jeweller of London, and 
first acted about 1730. — As for the ballad, it was printed 
at least as early as the middle of the last century. 

It is here given from three old printed copies, which 
e3chibit a sti'ange intermixture of Roman and black 
letter. It. is also collated with another copy in the 
Ashmole Collection at Oxford, which is thus intitled, 
** An excellent ballad of George Barnwell, an ap- 
*' prentice of London, who . . . thrice robbed his master 
'*and murdered his vncle in Ludlow.'* The time is 
" The Merchant." 

This tragical narrative seems to relate a real fact; but 
when it happened I have not been able to discover. 



THE first past. 

All youths of feir Englknd 

That dwell both far and near. 
Regard my story that I tell. 

And to my song give ear. 

A London lad I was, 5 

A merchant's prentice bound ; 

My name George BamweU 5 that did spend 

My master many a pound. 

Take 
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Take liecd of harlots then. 

And tlieir enticing trains j 10 

For by tliat means 1 liave been brouglit 

To hang alive in chains. 

As I, upon a day. 

Was walkuig through the street 
About my master's business, 15 

A wanton I did meet 

A gallant dainty dame. 

And sumptuous in attire ; 
With smiling look she gi-ected me. 

And did my name require. <^0 

Which when I had declared. 

She gave me then a kiss. 
And said, if I would come to her, 

I should have more than this. 

Fair mistress, (hen quoth 1, 25 

If 1 the place may know. 
This evening I will be with you. 

For I abroad must go 

To gather monies in. 

That are my master's due : 30 

.And ere that 1 do home return, 

rU come and visit you. 

Good 



Good Barnwell^ then quoth she. 

Do thou to Shorediteh come. 
And ask for Mrs. Millwood's house, 3S 

Next door unto the Gun. 

And trust me on my truth. 

If thou keep touch with me^ 
My dearest friend, as my own heart 

Thou shalt right welcome be. 40 

Thus parted we in peace. 

And home I passed right $ 
Then went abroad, and gathered ii^ 

By six o'clock at night. 

An hundred pound and One : 4& 

With bag under my arm 
I went to Mrs. Millwood's house. 

And thought on little harm 5 

And knocking at the door> 

Straightway herself came down ; 50 

Rustling in most brave attire. 

With hood and silken gown. 

Who, through her beauty bright. 

So gloriously did diine. 
That she amaz'd my dazzling eyes, 55 

She seemed so divine. 

^QU. Iff. X She 
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She took me by the hand. 

And with a modest grace> 
Welcome^ sweet Bamwell> then qooth she. 

Unto this homely place. CO 

And since I have thee found 

As good as thy word to be : 
A homely supper, ere we part. 

Thou shalt take here with me. 

pardon me, quoth I, €6 
Fair mistress, I you pray -, 

For why, out of my ma8ter*s4ieuse. 

So long I dare not stay, 

« 

Alas, good sir, she said, ^ 

Are you so strictly ty'd, J9 

You may not with your dearast friend 
One hour or two abide ? 

Faith, then the case is hard : 
If it be so, quoth she, 

1 would I were a prentice bound# Ji 

To live along with thee : 

Therefore, my dearest George, 

List well what I shall say. 
And do not blame a Womaigi much. 

Her &ncy to bewray. Sty 

Let 



Let not afiection*s force 

Be counted lewd desire ; 
Nor think it not immodesty, 

I should thy love require* 

With that she tum*d aside, 8S 

And with a blushing red, 
A mournful motion she bewray*d 

By hanging down her head. 

A handkerchief she had ' 

All wrought with silk and gold : 90 

Which she to stay her trickling tean 
Before her eyes did hold. 

This thing unto my sight 

Was wondrous rare and strange ; 
And in my soul and inward thought 95 

It wrought a sudden change : 

That I so hardy grew. 

To take her by the hand : 
Saying, Sweet mistress, why do you 

So dull and pensive stand ? lOQ 

Call me no mistress now. 

But Sarah, thy true finend. 
Thy servant, Millwood, honourmg thet« 

Until her life hath end. 

x5l H 
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If diou wouldst here alledge, 106 

Thou art in years a boy ; 
So was Adonis* yet was he 

Fair Venus' only joy. 

Thus I* who ne'er before 

Of woman found such graces llO 

But seeing now so &ir a dame 

Give me a kind embrace* 

I supt with her that night* 
With joys that did abound ; 
« And for the same paid presently* 1 Itk 

In money twice three pound. 

An hundred kisses then* ^ 

For my feirewel she gave ; 
Crying* Sweet Barnwell* when shall I 

Again thy company have ? 190 

O stay not hence too long* 

Sweet George* have me in mind. 
Har words bewicht my childishness* 

She uttered them so kind : 

So that I made a vow* 195 

Next Sunday without fail* 

'With my sweet Sarah once again 

To tell some pleasant tale. 

Whea 
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When she heard me say so/ 

The tears fell from her eye ; ISO 

O Geoi]g^^ qiioth she^ if thou dost ikil^ 

Thy Sarah stire will djre. 

Though long, yet loe ! at hat. 

The appointed day was come^ 
That I must with my Sarah meet 5 135 

Having a mighty sum 

Of money in my hand*^ 

Unto her house went 1, 
Whereas my love upon her bed 

In saddest sort did lye. 140 

What ails my heart's ddight^ 

My Sarah dear ? quoth I ; 
Let not my love lament and grieve> 

Nor sighing pine^ and die. 

But tell me^ dearest fnend> 14$ 

What may thy woes amend> 
And thou shalt lack no means of help. 

Though forty pound I spend. 



• The having a sum of money with him on Sunday^ ftc. thews 
his narrative to havA been penned before the civil wars : th« 
trict observance of the Sabbath was owing to the ckaiige of 
Banners at that period. 

Wth 
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With that she tum*d her head. 

And sickly thus did say, 150 

Oh me, sweet George, my grief is great. 

Ten pound I have to pay 

Unto a cruel wretch 5 

And God he knows, quoth she^ 
I have it not Tush, rise, I said, 156 

And take it here of me. 

Ten pounds, nor ten times ten. 

Shall make my love decay. 
Then from my bag into her lap, 

I cast ten pound straightway. 160 

All blithe and pleasant then. 

To banqueting we go ; 
She proffered me to lye with her. 

And said it should be so. 

• And after that same time, 165 

I gave her store of coyn. 
Yea, sometimes jQfty pound at oncej 
All which I did purloyn. 

And thus I did pass on ; 

Until my master then 170 

Did call to have his reckoning in 

Cast up among his men. 

Thf 
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The wluch when as I heard> 

I knew not what to say : 
For well I knew that I was out < . 175 

Two hundred pound that day. 

Then from my master straight i . '( / 

I ran in secret sort; •■ : ;.. .' 

And i][nto Sarah MiUwood there •• ;• O 

My case I did report. . .». .;i/i' 180 



'' But how she us*d this youUi, ^/^ 

" In this his careiand.woe^ i., ; 

f And all a strumpet^s wSey Wfty6> : ; .'V 
" The SECOND PABT may ^howQ^'* 



/ 






THB StCQND PABT. 



I 



r 



YouNC Barnwell comes to thee 
Sweet Sarahs my delight j 

I am undone imless thou stand 
My fiadthfiil Mend this night. 



Our master to accompts 

Hath just occa,^on found > 
And I am caught bel^nd the hand 

Above two hundr^ poiuid : , ; / 






*.: 



And 
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And now his wrath to *scape. 

My love« I fly to thee^ 10 

Hoping some time I may remaine 

In safety here with thee.- 

With that she knit her brows. 

And looking all aquoy. 
Quoth she^ What should I have to do 15 

With any prentice boy } 

And seeing you have purloyn*d 

Your master's goods away, 
The case is bad, and therefore here 

You shall no longer stay. W 

Why, dear, thou know'st, I said. 

How all which I could get, 
I gave it, and did spend it all 

Upon thee every whit. 

Quoth she. Thou art a knave, 85 

To chaige me in this sort. 
Being a woman of credit &ir. 

And known of good report : 

Therefore I tell thee flat^ 
Be packing with good speed ; 30 

' I do defie thee from my heart. 
And scorn thy filthy deed. 

b 
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Is this the ftiendship, tliat 

You did to me protest ? 
Is this the great affection^ which 35 

You so to me exprest ? 

Now fie on subtle shrews ! 

The best is, I may speed 
To get a lodging any where 

For money in my need. 40 

False woman, now £eunewell. 

Whilst twenty pound doth last, 
My anchor in som^ other haven 

With freedom I will cast. 

When she perceiv'd by this, 45 

I had store of m(H)ey there : 
Stay, George, quoth she, thou art too quick : 

Why, man, I did but jeer : . 

Dost think for all my speech. 

That I would let thee go ? 50 

Faith no, said she, my love to the* 

I wiss is more than so. 

. You scome a prentice boy, 

I heard you just now swear, 
Wherefore I will iaot trouble you. 55 

Nay, Geofge, harfc in thine ear • 

Thou 
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\ 

Thou sbalt not go to-night^ 
What chance soe*re be&ll : 
But man we'll have a bed for thee> 
' O else the devil take all. €0 

So I by wiles bewitcht. 

And snar'd with &ncy dtiU> 
Had then bo power to ^ get* away. 

Or to withstand her wilL 

For wine on wine I call'd^ 6S 

And cheer upon good cheer; 
And nothing in the world I thought 

For Sarah's love too dear. 

Whilst in her company, 
, I had such merriment } 70 

AU, aU too Httle I did think. 
That I upon her spent. 

A fig for care and thought \ 

When all my gold is gone. 
In faith, my girl> we will have more> 7$ 

Whoever I light upon. 

My fether^s rich, why then 

^lould I want store of gold ? 
Nay with a father sure, quoth she, . . | z^- 

A son may well make bold. 80 

I've 
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I've a sister richly wed* 

1*11 rob her ere Til want. 
Nay then^ quoth Sarahs they may well 

Consider of your scant* 

Nay, I an imcle have ; 85 

At Ludlow he doth dwell : 
He is a grazier, which in wealth 

Doth all the rest excell. 

/ 

Ere I will live in lack. 

And have no coyn for thee : 90 

1*11 rob his house, and murder him. 

Why should you not ? quoth she : 

Was I a man, ere I 

Would live in poor estate ; 
On father, friends, and all my kin» 95 

I would my talons grate. 

For without money, George, 

A man is but a beast : 
But bringing money, thou shalt be 

Always my welcome guest. 100 

For shouldst thou be pursued 
With twenty hues and cryes. 

And 
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And with a warrant searched for 
With Argua' hundred eyes, 

Yet here thou shalt be safe ; 105 

Such privy ways there be. 
That if they sought an hundred years. 

They could not find out thee. 

And so carousing both 

Their pleasures to content : 110 

George Barnwell had in little space 

Hb money wholly spent. 

Which done^ to Ludlow straight 

He did provide to go. 
To rob hb wealthy uncle there j 115 

Hb minion would it so. 

And once he thought to take 

Hb father by the way. 
But that he feared hb master had 

Took order for hb stay*. 120 

Unto hb imcle then 

He rode with might and ma,in. 
Who with a welcome and good cheer 

Did Barnwell entertain. 

* i. c. for stopping, and apprehending him at hb father^s. 

One 
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One fortnight's space he stayed, 125 

Until it chanced so. 
His uncle with his cattle did 

Unto a market go« 

His kinsman rode with him. 

Where he did see right plain, 130 

Great store of money he had took : 

\^licn coming home again. 

Sudden within a wood. 

He struck his uncle down, 
And beat his brains out of his head ; 135 

So sore he crackt his crowo. 

Then seizing fourscore pound. 

To London straight he hyed. 
And unto Sarah Millwood all ^ 

The cniell fact desciyed, 140 

Tush, 'tis no matter, George, 

So we the money have 
To have good ch^r in jolly sort. 

And deck us fine and brave. 

Tims lived in j&lthy sort, 14S 

Until their store was gone : 
When means to get them any more, 

I wis, poor George had none. 

Therefore 
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Therefore in railing 8ort, 

She thrust him out of door : 150 

Which is the just reward of those^ 

Who spend upon a whore. 

O ! do me not disgrace 

In this my need^ quoth he. 
She caird him thief and murderer, 151^ 

With all the spight might be : 

To the constable she sent^ 

To have him apprehended ; 
And shewed how &r^ in each degi'ee. 

He had the laws offended. 160 

When Barnwell saw her drift. 

To sea he got straightway j 
Where fear and sting of conscience 

Continually on him lay. 

Unto the lord mayor then, 165 

He did a letter write } 
In which his own and Sarah's &ult 

He did at large recite. 

Whereby she seized was. 

And then to Ludlow sent : 17o 

Where she was judged, condemn*d, and hang*d. 

For murder incontinent; 

There 
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There iytd this gallsuit quean, 
Soch was her greatest gains : 

For murder in Polonia, 

Was Barnwell bang'd in cbftina. 

Lo ! here's the end of youth. 
That after harlats haunt ; 

Who in the spcul of other men. 
About the streets do flaunt. 
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VIL 

THE STEDFAST SHEPHEIUO. 

These beautiful stanzas were written by Gborgb 
Wither, of whom some account was given in the for- 
mer part of this Volume : see the Song intitled The 
Shepherds Resq!lution, Book II. Song XXI. In the 
first Edition of this work only a small fi-agment of this 
Sonnet was inserted. It was afterwards rendered Toar^ 
complete and entire by the addition of five Stanzas 
more, extracted from Wither's pastoral poem> intitled^ 
" The Mistress of Philarete," of which this Song xnakei 
a part. It is now given still more correct and perfect 
by comparing it with another copy, printed by the au- 
thor in his improveti edition of " The Shepherd's Hunt- 
ing,'* 16^0, Svo. 

XxEKCE away, thou Syren, leave me. 
Pish ! unclaspe these wanton armes 5 
^ Sugred words can ne'er deceive me, 

(Though thou ])i'ove a thousand charme?). 
Fie, fie, forbearej i 

No common snare 
Can ever my aflfection chaine : 
Thy painted baits. 
And poore deceits. 
Are all bestowed on me ip vain^. 10 



rxne 
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I*me no slave to such, as you be ; 

Neither shall that snowy brest^ 
Rowling eye^ and lip of ruby 
Ever robb me of my rest : 

Goe> goe> display 15 

Thy beautie*s ray 
To some more-soone enamour*d swaine : 
Those common wiles • 

Of sighs and smiles 
Are all bestowed on me in vaine. 20 

I have elsewhere vowed a dutie -, 

Tume away thy tempting eye : 
Shew not me ^painted beautie -, 
These impostures I defie : 

My spirit lothes 26 

Where gawdy clothes 
And fained othes may love obtaine : 
I love her so. 

Whose looke sweares No ; g 

That all your labours will be vaine. SO 

Can he prize the tainted posies. 

Which on every brest are worne 5 
That may plucke the virpn roses 

From their never-touched thorne ? 

I can goe rest 36 

On her sweet brest. 
That is the pride of Cynthia's tnmoe : 
▼OL. in. Y Then 
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Then stay thy tongue j 
Thy mermaid song 
Is all bestowed on me m vaine. 40 

Hee's a foole^ that basely dallies^ 

Where each peasant mates with him : 
Shall I haunt the thronged vallies^ 

Whilst ther's noble hils to climbe ? 

No> no^ though clownes 45 

Are scar'd with frownes> 
I know the best can but disdaine : 
And those He prove : 
So ^vill thy love ^ 

Be all bestowed on me in vaine. 50 

I doe scome to vow a dutie. 

Where each lustfull lad may wooe : 
Give me her^ whose sun-like beautie 
Buzzards dare not soare unto : 
Shee^ shee it is 55 

Afibords that blisse 
For which I would refuse no paine : 
But such as you^ 
Fond fboles> adieu 5 
You seeke to captive me in vaine. 60 



Leave me then, you Syrens^ leave me ; 
Seeke no xaqirt to worke my hacvMi: 



Ciaftie 
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Crafde wiles cannot deceive me^ 

Who am proofe against your charmes : 
You labour may 65 

To lead astray 
The hearty that constant shall renuune ; 



And I the while 
Will sit and smile 
To see you spend your time in Taine. 7^ 






«« Yllk 
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VIIL 

THE SPANISH VIRGIN, OR EFFECTS OF 

JEALOUSY. 

The subject of this ballad is taken from a folio col- 
lection of tragical stories, intitled, '^ The theatre of 
Grod's judgments, by Dr. Beard and Dr. Taylor, 1 642." 
Pt! 2. p. 89. — The text is given (with corrections) ft:x}m 
two copies J one of them in black-letter in the Pepys 
collection. In this every stanza is accompanied with 
the following distich by way of burden : 

Oh jealousie ! thou art nurst in hell : 
Depart from hence, and therein dwell.*' 






xjLll tender hearts, that ake to hear 

Of those that suffer wrong ; 
All you, that never shed a tear. 

Give heed unto my song. 

Fair Isabella's tragedy 5 

My tale doth fax exceed : 
Alas, that so much cruelty 

In female hearts should breed ! 

In Spain a lady liv*d of late. 

Who was of high degree j lo 

Whose wayward temper did create 

Much woe and misery. 

Strange 
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Strange jealousies so fill'd her head 

With many* a vain surmize. 
She thought her lord had wrong'd her bed, 15 

And did her love despise. 

A gentlewoman passing &dr ' 

Did on tins lady wait > 
With bravest dameis she might compare ; 

Her beauty was compleat. • 30 

Her lady cast a jealous eye 

Upon this gentle maid ; 
And taxt her with disloyaltye j 

And did her oft upbraid. 

In silence still this maiden meek S5 

« 

Her bitter taunts would bear, 
While oft adown her lovely cheek 
Would steal the falling tear. 

In vain in humble sort she strove 

Her ftiry to disarm > 30 

As well the meekness of the dove 

The bloody hawke might charm. 

Her lord, of humour light and gay. 

And innocent the while. 

As oft as she came in his way, 35 

Would on the damsell smile. 

And 
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And oft before his lady's &ce^ 

As thinking her her friend^ 
He would the maiden's modest grace 

And comeliness commend. 40 

All which incens'd his lady so. 

She burnt with wrath extreame ; 
At length the fire that long did glow. 

Burst forth into a flame. 

For on a day it so befell^ 4$ 

When he was gone from home> 
The lady all with rage did swells 

And to the damsell come. 

And charging her with great offence, 
And many a grievous fault ; 60 

She bade her servants drag her thence^ 
Into a dismal vault. 

That lay beneath the common-shore : 

A dungeon dark and deep : 
Where they were wont, in days of yore, 51 

Oflenders great to keep. * 

There never light of chearfiil day 
• Dispersed the hideous gloom ; 
But dank and noisome vapours play 
Around the wretched room : 60 

And 
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Andadders> snakes^ and toads therein^ 

As afterwards. was known> 
Long in this loathsome vault had bin> 

And were to monsters grown. 

Into this foul and fearful place^ 65 

The fair one innocent 
Was cast> before her lady*s foee \ 

Her malice to content. 

This maid no sooner enter*d is. 

But strait/ alas ! she hears 70 

The toads to croak, and snakes to hiss : 

Then grievously she fears. 

Soon from their holes the vipers creep. 

And fiercely her assail : 
Which makes the damsel sorely weep, 75 

And her sad fate bewail. 

With her fair hands she strives*in vain 

Her body to defend : 
With shrieks and cries she doth complain. 

But all is to no end. SO 

A servant listning near the door, 

Struck with her doleful noise. 
Strait ran his lady to implore -, 

But 8he*ll not hear his voice. 

With 
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With bleeding heart he goes agen 85 

To mark the maiden's groans ; 
And plainly hears> within the den^ 

How she herself bemoans. 

Agam he to his lady hies 

With all the haste he may : 90 

She into furious passion flies^ 

And orders him away. 

Still back again does he return 

To hear her tender cries } 
The virgin now had ceas*d to mourn 5 9S 

Which fiU'd him with surprize. 

In griefs and horror> and afiright^ 

He listens at the walls -, 
But finding all was silent quite^ 

He to his lady calls. 100 

Too sure, O lady, now quoth he. 

Your cruelty hath sped; 
Make hast, for shame, and come and, see j 

I fear the virgin's dead. 

She starts to hear her sudden fate, 105 

And does with torches run : 
But all her haste was now too late. 

For death his worst had done. 

The 
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The door being open*d, strait they found 

The virgin stretch'd along : HO 

Two dreadftd snakes had wrapt her round. 
Which her to death had stung. 

One round her legs^ her thighs, her wast. 

Had twin*d his fatal wreath: 
The other close her neck embrae'd, H5 

And stopt her gentle breath. 

The snakes, being from her body thrust. 

Their bellies were so fiU'd, 
That with excess of blood they burst. 

Thus with their prey were kill'd. 130 

The wicked lady, at this sight. 

With horror strait ran mad ; 
So raving dy*d, as was most right, 

'Cause she no pity had. 

Let me advise you, ladies all, 125 

Of jealousy beware : 
It causeth many a one to fall. 

And is the devil's snare. 



4X. 
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IX. 

JEALOUSY, TYRANT OF THE MIND. 

This Song is by Drtden^ being inserted in his Tragi- 
comedy of Love Triumphant, &c.— On account of 
the subject^ it is inserted here* 

* 

W HAT state of life can be so blest. 
As love that warms the gentle brest 3 
Two souls in one 5 the same desire 
To grant the bliss, and to require ? 
If in this heaven a hell we find, 5 

Tb all from thee, 
O Jealousie ! 
Thou tyrant, tyrant of the mind. 



All other ills, though sharp they prove. 
Serve to refine and perfect love : 10 

In absence^" or unkind disdaine. 
Sweet hope relieves the lovers paine : 
But, oh, no cure but death we find 
To sett us free 

From jealousie, 15 

Thou tyrant, tyrant of the mind. 

Falae 
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IPalse in thy glass all objects are^ 
Some sett too near> and some toa&r : 
Thou art the fire of endless nighty 
Hie fire that bums^ and gives no light. 20 

All torments of the damn'd we find 
In only thee^ 
O Jealousie ! 
Thou tyrant^ tyrant of the mind. 



SK eOVSTANT PSBraLOFS. 



CONSTANT PENELOPE. 

The ladies are indebted for the followiiig notable 
documents to the Pep^-s Collection^ where the orig inal 
19 preserved in black-letter, and is intitkd^ "A Looking- 
" glass for Ladies^ or a Mirrour for Married Women. 
*' T\ine^ Queen Dido, or Troy town." 

W HEN Greeks and Trojans fell at strife. 
And lords in armour bright were seen ; 

When many a gallant lost his life 
About feir Hellen, beauty*s queen ; 

Ulysses, general so free, S 

Did leave his dear Penelope. 

When she this wofull news did hear. 
That he would to the warrs of Troyj 

For grief she shed full many a tear^ 

At parting from her only joy : 10 

Her ladies all about her came. 

To comfoit up this Grecian dame. 

Ulysses, with a heavy Keart, 

Unto her then did mildly say. 
The time is come that we must part 3 15 

My honour calls me hence away ; 
Yet in my absence, dearest, be 
My constant wifcj Penelope, 



I 
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Let me no longer live, she sayd, 

Then to my lord I tine remain -, 20 

My honour shall not be betray'd 

Until 1 see my love again 5 
For I will ever constant prove. 
As is the loyal turtle-dove. 

Thus did they part with heavy chear, S& 

And to the ships his way he took j 
Her tender eyes dropt many a tear j 

Still casting many a longing look : 
She saw him on the surges glide. 
And unto Neptune thus she cry*d : 30 

Thou god, whose power is in the deep. 

And rulest in the ocean main. 
My loving lord in safety keep 

Till he return to me again : 
That I his person may behold> 35 

To me more precious &r than gold. 

Then straight the ships with nimble sails 

Were all convey*d out of her sight : 
Her cruel fate she then bewails, ' 

Since she had lost her hearts delight. 40 

Now shall my practice be, quoth she. 
True vertue and humility. ., ^ 

My 
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My patience I will put in ure. 

My charity I will extend 5 
Since for my woe there is no cure^ ^ 

The helpless new t will befiiend : 
The widow and the fatherless 
I will relieve> when in ^distress. 

Thus she continued year by year 

In doing good to every one ; 50 

Her &me was noised every where> 

To young and old the same was known. 
That she no company would mind^ 
Who were to vanity indin'd. 

Mean while Ulysses fought for fame^ 55 

'Mongst Trojans hazarding his life : 

VYoung gallants^ hearing of her name> 
Came flocking for to tempt his wife : 

For she was lovely^ young, and &ir^ 

No lady might with her compare. 6Q 

With costly ^fts and jewels fine^ 

They did endeavour her to win j 
With banquets and the choicest wine. 

For to allure her unto sin : 
Most persons were of high degree, 6$ 

Who courted &ir Pendope. 

With 
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With modesty and comely grace 

Their wanton suits she did denye : 
No tempting charms could e*er de&ce 

Her dearest husband*s memorye 5 70 

But constant she would still remain^ 
Hopeing to see him once again. 

Her book her dayly comfort was^ 

And that she often did peruse y 
She seldom looked in her glass ', 11% 

Powder and paint she ne'er would use. 
I wish all ladies were as free 
From pride, as was Penelope. 

She in her needle took delight^ 

And likewise in her spinning-wheel \ 80 

Her maids about her every night ^ 

Did use the distaff^ and the red : 
The spiders^ that on rafters twine^ 
Scarce spin a thread more soft and fine. 

Sometimes she would bewail the loss 85 

And absence of her dearest love : 
Sometimes she thought the seas to cross> 

Her fortune on the waves to prove. 
I fear my lord is slain^ quoth she^ 
He stays so from Penelope. 90 



At 
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At length the ten years siege of Troy 
Did end -, in flames the city bum*d ; 

And to the Grecians was great joy. 
To see the towel's to ashes tum'd : 

Then came Ulysses home to see 95 

His constant, dear, Penelope, 

O blame her not if she was glad. 
When she her lord again had seeh. 

Thrice-welcome home, my dear, she said, 

A long time absent thou hast been : 100 

The wai*s shall never more deprive 

Me of my lord whilst I'm alive. 

Fair ladies all, example take ; 

And hence a worthj( lesson learn. 
All youthful follies to forsake, 106 

And vice from virtue to discern : 
And let all women strive to be 
As constant as Penelope. 



XL 
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XI. 

TO LUCASTA, ON GOING TO THE WARS. 

By Col. Richard Lovelace : from the volume of hij 
poems, intitled '' Lucasita^ Lond. 1649," VZmo. The 
elegance of this writer's manner would be more ad« 
mired if it had somewhat more of simplicity. 

JL £LL me not^ sweet> I am unkinde^ 

That from the nunnerie 
Of thy chaste breast and quiet minde^ 

To warre and armes I flie. 

True> a new mistresse now I chase> S 

The first foe in the field; 
And with a stronger faith imbrace 

Asword^ ahorse, a shield. 

Yet this inconstancy is such> 

As you too shall adore ; 10 

I could not love thee, deare, so mucb^ 

Lov'd I not honour more. 



TOZ.. IIU ft XII. 



S3§ TALEKTINB AND US5I3IK* 



xn. 

VALENTINE AND URSINE. 

The old story-book of Valentine and Orscm (wbicb 
suggested the plan of this tale, but it is not strictljr 
followed in it) was originally a translation from the 
French^ being one of their earliest attempts at ro- 
mance. See '* Le Bibliotheque de Romans, &c.*' 

The circumstance of the bridge of belk is taken firom 
the old metrical legend of Sir Bevis, and has also been 
copied in the Seven Champions. The original lines 
are. 

Over the dyke a bridge there lay. 
That man and beest might passe away :^ 
Under the brydge were sixty belles; 
Right as the Romans telles ; 
That there might no man passe in^ 
But all they rang with a gyn.** 

Sign. £. iv. 
In the Editor's folio MS. was an old poem on this 
subject^ in a wretched ^corrupt state, imworthy the 
press : from which were taken such particulars as could 
be adopted. 



PART THE FIRST. 

W HEN Flora 'gins to decke the fields 

With colours fresh and fine. 
Then holy clerkes their mattlns sing 

To good Saint Valentine ! 

He 



€( 
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The king of France tliat morning fair 5 

He would a hunting ride : 
To Artois forest prancing forth 

In all his princelye pride. 

To grace lus sports a coiirtty train 

Of gallant peers attend ^ 10 

And with their loud and cheerful cryes 

The hiUs and valleys rend. 

Through the deep forest swift they pass. 

Through woods and thickets wild ; 
When down within a lonely dell 15 

They found a new-born child; 

All in a scarlet kercher lay'd 

Of silk so fine and thin : 
A golden mantle wrapt him round, 

Finn'd with a silver pin. SO 

The sudden sight surpriz'd them all ; 

The courtiers gather d round ; 
They look, they call^ the mother seek } 

No mother could be foimd. 

At length the king himself drew near, f^ 

And as he gazing stands, 
llie pretty babe look*d up and smil'd. 

And stretched his little hands. 

z 2 Now, 
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This chiTii 2 gngymig Snr r 39 

I wet htlact psEXit bknd = 

Gfle bi^ar h::n fccnac tmra my coEzt 

Wirh aH the car^ tc uobt i 
Let hhn be chritsten'd VaknciBe, 3( 

And look ice oczt k)izi£ connzK snzs : 

Well nartcr'd lee hm bee ; 
Nor oagbt be waioins that become* 

A bairn of hi^ decree. ^ 4t> 

They look'd him oct a mnning nurse ; 

And mDrtur'd wdl was hee ; 
Nor oa£Jit was wandnc^ that became 

A bairn of high degree. 

Thus grewe the little Vakntiiie, 4S 

Bekyr'd of king and peers ; 
And sbew'd in all he spoke or did 

A wit beyond his years. 

But chief in gallant feates of arms 

He did himself adTance, fiO 

That ere he grewe to man's estate 

Ue had no pecre in France. 

Aid 
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And now the early downe b^an 

To shade his youthful chin 5 
When Valentine was dubb*d a knightj 55 

That he might glory win. 

A boon^ a boon^ my gracious liege^ 

I beg a boon of thee ! 
The first adventure that be&lls. 

May be reserv'd for mee. CO 

The first adventure shall be thine ; 

The king did smiling say. 
Nor many days, when lo ! there came 

'fhree palmers clad in graye. 

Help, gracious lord, they weeping say'd j 05 

And knelt, as it was meet : 
3From Artoys4brest we be come^ 

With weak and wearye feet. 

Within those deep and drearye woods 

There wends a savage boy j 70 

Whose fierce and mortal rage doth yield 

Thy subjects dire annoy. 

*Mong ruthless beares he sure was bredj 

He lurks within their den : 
With beares he lives ; with beares he feeds^ 75 

And drinks the blopd of men. 

To 



To more than soyage aftrengtlL he jabm 

A more than hmnaa AlSl : 
For arms, ne cunnine may suffice 

Ss cruel rage to sdll : SO 

Up then rose sir Vaiendne, 

And daim'd that arduous deed. 
Go Ibrth and conquer^ aay'd the kingv 

And great shall be thy meed. 

Wen mounted on a milk-white steed* 85 

His armour white as snow ; 
As well beseem'd a virgin knight* 

Who ne*er had fought a foe : 

To Artoys forest he repairs 

With all the haste he may; 90 

And soon he spies the savage youth 

A rending of his prey. 

His unkempt hair all matted hong 

His shaggy shonklers round: 
His eager eye all fiery gk>w*d : 95 

His £aLoe with finy frowned. 

like eagles' talons grew his nails : 

His limbs were thick and strong; 
And ^eadfol was the knotted oak ^ 

He bare with him along. 100 

Soon 
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Soon as sir Valentine approach*d. 

He starts with sudden spiing ; 
And yelling forth a hideous howl^ 

He made the forests ring. 

As when a tyger fierce and fell 105 

Hath spyed a passing roe> 
And leaps at once .upon his throat ; 

So sprung the savs^ foe $ 

So lightly leap*d with furious force 

The gentle knight to seize : 110 

But met his tall uplifted spear^ 

Which sunk him on his knees. 

A second stroke so stiff and stem , 

Had laid the savage low ; 
But springing up^ he raised his club, 115 

And aim*d a dreadful blow. 

The watchful warrior bent his head. 

And shun*d the coming stroke; 
Upon his taper spear it fell^ f 

And all to shivers broke. 1^0 

Then lighting nimbly from his 8teed> 

Ife drew his bumisht brand : 
The savage quick as lightning flew 

To wrest itfrom bis hand. / 



P 
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Three times he grasp'd the silver hilt ; ItS 

Three times he feL the blade ; 
Three time« it fell with fiirious fofce; 

Three ghastly wounds it made. 

Now with redoubled rage he rOQr*d ; 

His eye-ball flash'd with fire ; ISO 

Each hairy limb with fiiry shock ; 

And all his heart was ire. 

Then closing &8t with furious gripe 

He clasp*d the champion round. 
And with a strong and sudden twist 13S 

He laid him on the ground. 

But soon the knight^ with active spring, 

O'ertum'd his hairy foe ; 
And now between their sturdy fists 

Past many a bruising blow, 140 

They rolFd and grappled on the ground. 

And there they struggled long : 
Skilfvl and active was the knight ; 

The savage he was strong. 

But brutal force and savage strength 14S 

To art and skill must yield : 
Sir Valentine at length prevailed. 

And Vion the well-fought field, 

Then 
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Then binding strait his conquered foe 

Fast with an iron chain> 150 

He tyes him to his horse'si tail. 

And leads him o*er the plain. 

To court his hairy captive soon 

Sir Valentine doth bring j 
And kneeling downe upon his knee, ISS 

Presents him to the king. 

With loss of blood and loss of strength 

The savage tamer grew > 
And to sir Valentine became 

A servant try*d and true. 160 

And 'cause with beares he erst was bredf^ 

Ursine they call his name 5 
A name which unto future times 

The Muses shall proclame. 



PA£T TH£ SECOND. 



Xn high renown with prince and peere 
Now liv'd sir Valentine : ' 

His high renown with prince and peere 
Made enviqus hea^ repine. 



It 
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It clianc*d the king upon a day 5 

Pt'cpar'd a sumptuous feast : 
And there came lords^ and dainty dames^ 

And many a noble guest. 

Amid their cups, that freely fiow*d^ 
Their revelry, and mirth, 10 

^ A youthful knight tax'd Valentine 
Of base and doubtful birth. 

The foul reproach, so grossly urg*d, 

His generous heart did wound : 
And strait he vow*d he ne'er would rest 15 

Till he his pai-ents found. 

Then bidding king and peers adieu. 

Early one summer's day. 
With feithful Ursine by his side. 

From court he took his way. 30 

0*er hin and valley, moss and moor. 

For many a day they pass ; 
At length, upon a moated lake. 

They found a bridge of brass. 

Beyond it rose a castle £adr, 25 

Y-built of marble stone : 
The battlements were gilt vdth gold^ 

And glittred in the sun. 

V. S3. «. «• a lake that served for a moat to a castle. 

Beneath 
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Beneath the bridge^ ivith strange defvioe, 

A hundred bells wei« hung ^ 30 

That man, nor beasts might pass thereon^ 
But strait their larum rang. 

This quickly found the youthful pair. 

Who boldly crossing o'er. 
The jangling sound bedeaft their eai8> SS 

And rung from shore to shore. 

jQuick at the sound the castle gates 

Unlock*d and opened wide, 
And strait a gyant huge and grim 

Stalk'd forth with stately pride. 40 

Now yield you, caytifis, to my will; 

He cried with hideous roar 5 
Or else the wolves shall eat your flesh> 

And ravens drink your gore. 

Vain boaster, said the youthful knight, 4$ 

I scorn thy threats and thee : 
I trust to force thy brazen gates. 

And set thy captives free. 

Then putting spurs unto his steed. 

He aim*d a dreadful thrust -, 50 

The spear against the gyant glanc'd. 

And caus*d the blood to burst 

MiMl 
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Had and outrageow with the pam^ 

He wfaiii'd his maoe of steel : 
The icrj windof fluchablow 55 

Had made the efaampkm recL 

It haply mist -, and now the knight 

His giitteriog sword di^aj'd. 
And riding roond with whirlwind speed 

Oft made him fieel the blade. 60 

As when a large and monstrous oak 

Unceasing axes hew : 
So fiist around the gyant*s limbs 

The blows quick-parting flew. 

As when the boughs with hideous M 66 

Sm;ne hapless woodman crush : 
With such a force the enormous foe 

Did on the champion rush. 

A fearful blow, alas ! there came^ 

Both horse and knight it took, 70 

And laid them senseless in the dust j 

So fEital was the stroke. 

Then smiling forth a hideous grin. 

The gyant strides in haste. 
And, stooping, aims a second stroke : 75 

'' Now caytiff breathe thy last !" 

But 
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But ere it fell, two thundeiing blows 

Upon his scull descend : 
From Ursine's knotty club they canxe. 

Who ran to save his Mend. 80 

Down sunk the gyant gaping wide. 

And rolling his grim eyes : 
The hairy youth repeats his blows : 

He gasps, he groans, he dies. 

Quickly sir Valentiner revived - 85 

With Ursine's timely care : 
And now to search the castle walls 

The venturous youths repair. 

The blood and bones of murder*d knights 

Tliey found where'er they came ; ^ 90 

At length within a lonely cell 
They saw a mournful dame. 

VLcr: gentle eyes were dim'd with tears ; 

Her cheeks were pale with woe : 
And long sir Valentine besought 95 

Her doleful tale to know. 

*^ Alas ! young knight," she weeping said, 

'^ Condole my wretched fatcj 
'* A childless mother here you see ; 

*' A wife without a mate. 100 

*<TheM 
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** These Iweuty winters here fixrlcHm 

" I >e drawn my hated breath ; 
" Sole witness of a monster's crimes^ 

<* And wishing a jc for death. 

*^ KnoWy I am sister of a king; 105 

" And in my early years 
^ Wae married to a mighty prince, 

^ The Purest of his peers. 

** With him I sweetly liT*d in love 

" A twelvemonth and a day: 110 

*^ When, lo! a finol and treacherous ptiest 
^wrought oar Iotcs* decay. 



€€ 



^ Ks seeming goodness wan him pow'r ; 

" He had his master's ear : 
'^ And long to me and ail the woiid 115 

'' He did a saint aj^^ear. 

** One day» when we were all iJooe, 

♦* He proffered odious love : 
•* The wretch with horrour I repab*dj 

*' And from my presence drore. 190 

^ He feign*d remorse, and piteous beg*d 

*' His crime I'd not reveal : 
•* Which, for his seeming penitence, 

^ I promised to conceal. 



€t 



With 
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Vflih. treason^ villainy^ and wrong, 125 

My goodness he repay*d : 
With jealous doubts he filVd my lord. 

And me to woe betiay*d« 



€€ 

« 



He hid a slave within my bed, 
" Then rals'd a bitter cry. 130 

My lord> possest with rage, oondemn*d 
Me^ all unheard, to dye. 



<' But, 'cause I then was great with child, 

" At length my life he spared : 
'^ But bade me instant quit the realme, 139 

*' One trusty knight my guard. 



«r 



Forth on my journey I depart, 

'' Opprest with grief and woe ; 

And tow*rds my brother's distant court;, 

" With breaking heart, I goe. 140 

Long time thro* sundry foreign lands 
" We slowly pace along : 
At length, within a forest wild, 
*^ I fell in labour strong : 



*« And while the knight for succour sought, 145 

** And left me there forlorn, 
*' My childbed pains so &8t increast 

*' Two lovely boys were born. 



ct 
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'' The eldest fair^ and smooth^ as snow 

*' That tips the mountain hoar t 150 

•^ The younger's little body rough 
*' With hairs was cover'd o'er. 

•' But here afresh begin my woes t 

" While tender care I took 
*' To shield my eldest from the cold, 155 

*' And wrap him in my cloak j 



<ff 



A prowling bear burst from the wood, 
** And seized my younger son : 
*' Afifection lent my weakness wings> 
" And after them I run. ; 160 

" But all forewearied, weak and spent, 
" I quickly swoon'd away ; 
And there beneath the greenwood shade 
Long time I lifeless lay. 
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At length the knight brought me relief, 165 
" And raised me from the ground : 
** But neither of my pretty babes 
*' Could ever more be found. 

'f And, while in search we wander*d &r, 
*' We met that gyant grim j 170 

*' Who ruthless slew my trusty knightj 
*' And bare me off with him. 



€t 
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*' But charm*d by heaVn> or else my grie6> 
'* He offer'd me no wrong 5 
Save that within these lonely walls ' 176 

Fve been immur'd so long**' « 






'Now, sur^Iy^ said the youthM ktugbt^ 

You are lady Bellisance^ 
Wife to the Grecian emperor : 

Your brother*s king of France. 180 

Pot in your royal brother's court 

Myself my bre^eding had 3 
Where oft the story of your woes 

Hath made my bosom sadj 

If 80^ know your accuser *s dead; 185 

And dying own*d his crime ; 
And long your lord hath sought you out 

Thro' every foreign clime. 

* And Wheti no tidings he could leanf^ 

Of his much-wronged wife, 190 

He vow'd thenceforth within his court 
To lead a hermit's life. 

Kow heaven is kind ! the lady said ; 

And dropt a joyful tear : 
Shall I once more behold my lotd ? 195 

That lord I love so dear ? 

VOL. III. A A But« 
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But^ madam^ said sir Valentine^ 

And knelt upon his knee ; 
Know you the cloak that wrapt your babe. 

If you the same should see. 200 

And pulling forth the cloth of gokU 

In which himself was found ; 
The lady gave a sudden shriek^ 

And tinted on the ground. 

But by his pious care reviv'd, 50S 

His tale she heard anon ; 
And soon by other tokens founds 

He was indeed her son. 

But who*s this hairy youth ? she said ; 

« 

He much resembles thee : 310 

The bear devoiur'd my younger son, ^ 

Or sure that son were he. 

Madam, this youth with bears was bred. 

And rear'd within their den. 
But recollect ye any mark il5 

To know your son agen ? 

Upon his little side^ quoth she. 

Was stampt a bloody rose. 
Here^ lady, see the crimson mark 

Upon his body grows I 



Thet 
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Then clasping both her new-found sons 

She bath*d their cheeks with tears ; 
And soon towards her brother's court 

Her joyful course she steers. 

What pen can paint king Pepin's joy^ - SS5 

His sister thus restor'd ! 
And soon a messenger was sent 

To chear her drooping lord : 

Who came in haste with all his peers. 

To fetch her home to Greece ; S9Q 

Where many happy years they reign*d 

In perfect love and peace. 

To them sir Ursine did succeed^ 

And long the scepter bare. 
Sir Valentine he stayed in France, fSS 

And was his uncle's heir. 
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THE DRAGON OF WANTLEY. 



This humorous song (as a former Editor* has well 
observed) is to old metrical romances and ballads c^ chi« 
valry, what Don Quixote is to prose naxratives of that 
kind : — a lively satire on their extravagant fictions* But 
although the satire is thus general, the subject of this 
ballad is local and peculiar ; so that many of the finest 
strokes of humoiu* are lost for want of our knowing the 
minute circumstances to which they allude. Many of 
them can hardly now be recovered, although we have 
been fortunate enough to learn the general subject to 
which the satire referred^ and shall detail the iKdfonoa- 
tion with which we have been feivoured^ in a separate 
piemoir at the end of the poem. 

In handling his subject, the Author has brought in 
most of the common incidents which occur in Romance. 

The description of the dragon f ^his outrages ^the 

people flying to the knight for succour ^his care in 

choosing his armour ^his being drest for fight by a 

young £imsel-— and most of the circumstances of the 
battle and victory (allowing for the burlesque turn given 
to them) are wliuEit occiu: in every book of chivalry^ whe- 
ther in prose or verse. 

If any one piece^ more than other^ is more par- 
ticularly levelled at^ it seems to be the old rhyming 

* Collection of Historical Ballads in S r6L 1787. 

t See above, p. 144, 145, and p. 270. 

I legend 
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yend of sir Bevis. There a Dragon is attacked f]X)m 
Well in a manner not very remote from this of the 
illad: 

There was a well, so have I wynne. 
And Bevis stumbled ryght therein, 

* ¥: *' 

Than was he glad without &yle« 

And rested a whyle for his avayle ; 

And dranke of that water his fyU ; 

And than he lepte out^ with good wyllj^ 

And with Morglay his brapde 

He assayled the dragon^ I understande ; 

On the dragon he smote so faste> 

Where that he hit the scales braste ; 

The dragon then faynted sore. 

And cast a galon and more 

Out of his moutbe of venim strong. 

And on syr Bevis he it flong : 

It was venymous y-^wis. 

This seems to be meant by the Dragon of Wantley^ 
ink, ver. 1 10. As the politic knight*s creeping 6\xt^ 
id attacking the dragon^ &c. seems evidently to allud« 
> the following : 

Bevis blessed himselfe, and forth yode. 

And lepte out with haste full good -, 

And Bevis unto the dragon gone is 3 

And the di'agon also to Bevis. 

LoDge and harde was that fyght 

Betwene the dragon and that knyght : 

But ever whan syr Bevis was hurt sore. 

He went to the well, and washed him thore -, 

He was. as hole as any man. 

Ever freshe as whan he began. 

The dragon sawe it might not avayle 

Besyde the well to hold batayle ; 

He thought he would, wyth some wyle;^ 

Out of that place Bevis begyle ^ 

He 
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He woulde have flowen ;then awaye. 
But Bevis lepte after with good MorglBLye, 
And hyt him under the wynge. 
As he was in his flyenge, &c. 

Sign. M. jv. L.j. &c. 

After all, perhaps the writer of this ballad was ac- 

Suainted with the above incidents only through the me- 
ium of Spenser, who has assiuned most of them in his 
Faery Queen. At least some particulars in the descrip- 
tion of the Dragon, &c. seem evidently borrowed from 
the latter. See Book I. Canto 11. where the Dragon's 
*' two Tinges like sayls— ^ — ^huge long tayl with 

* stings his cruel rending clawes and yron teeth 

*' his breath of smothering smoke and sulphur*'— 
and the duration of the fight for upwards of two days, 
bear a great resemblance to passages in the following 
ballad ; though it must be confessed that these particu- 
lars are common to all old wiiters of Romance. 

Although this Ballad must have been written early in 
tjhe last century, we have met with none but such as 
were comparatively modern copies. It is here printed 
^om one in Roman letter, in the Pepys Collection^ col- 
lated with such othei-s as could be procured. 



vJld stories tell, how Hercules 

A dragon slew at Lerna, 
With seven heads, and fourteen eyes^ 
To see and well discern -a : 
But he had a club, this dragon to drub, S 

Or he had ne'er done it, I warrant ye : 
^ut More of More-Hall, with nothing at all^ 
He slew the dragon of Wantley. 



This drag(Hi had two furious wiogs; 

Each one upon each shoulder ; 10 

With a sting in his tayl^ as long as a flayl^ 
Which made him bolder and bolder. 
He had long claws, and in his jaws 

Four and forty teeth of iron j 
With a hide as tough as any bufif^ IS 

Which did him round environ. 

Have you not heard how the Trojan horse 

Held seventy men in his belly ? 
This dragon was not quite 90 big. 

But very near, Fll tell ye. 30 

Devoured he poor children three. 

That could not with him grapple 5 
And at one sup he eat them up> 
As one would eat an apple, 

All sorts of cattle this dragon did eat. 25 

Some say he ate up trees. 
And that the forests sure he woulcjl 
Devour up by degrees : 
For houses and chiu^ches were to him geese and turkies} 
He ate all, and left none behind, 30 

But some stones^ dear Jack, that he could not crack. 
Which on the hills you will find. 



Ver. S9» w$re l« him gpr0€ and bir€h0s% Qtbtr oapiAV* 
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InYorkshirr, nar £ur RotfaeiliaaB, 

The place I know it wdl ; 
ScMiie t^vo or three miles, or thofaboutB, $$ 

I TOW I cannot teQ; 
But there is a hedge, just on the hiU edge. 

And Matthew's house hard by it ; 
O there and then was this dragon's den> 
You could not chuse but spy it. ^Q 



Some say, this dragon was a witch } 

Some say^ he was a devil. 
For from his nose a smoke arose^ 
And with it burning snivel 3 
Which he cast off, when he did cough, 4S 

In a well that he did stand by ; 
Which made it look, just like a hrodk 
Sunning with burning brandy. 



Hard by a furious knight there dwelt. 

Of whom all towns did ring, 50 

tor he could wrestle, play at quarter-staff, kick, 
cuff and huff. 
Call son of a whore, do any kind of thing : 
By the tail and the main, with his hands twain 

He swung a horse till he was dead ; 
And that which is stranger, he for veiy angor 5Si 
£at him all up but his head. 

Tfhe 
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These children^ as I told, being eat 5 

Men, women, girls, and boys, 
Sighing and sobbing, came to his lodging* 

And made a hideous noise ; QO 

O save us all, More of More-hall, 1 

Thou peerless knight of these woods ; 
Do but slay this dragon, who won*t leave us a rag buj 
We 'U give thee all our goods. 



Tut, tut, quoth he, no goods I want j 65 

But I want, I want, in sooth, 
A Mr maid of sixteen, that *s brisk, and kecto. 
With smiles about the mouth 5 
^lair black as sloe, skin white as snow. 

With blushes her cheeks adorning ; 70 

To anoynt me o*er night, ere I go to fight. 
And to dress me in the morning. 






This being done, he did engage 

To hew the dragon down 5 
But first he went, new armour to 75 

Bespeak at Sheffield town j 
With spikes all about, not within but without. 

Of steel so sharp and strong 5 
Both behind and before, arms, legs, and all o'er) 
Some Qve or six inches long, 80/ 
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Had you but seen him in this dress. 

How fierce he look'd and how big. 
You would have thought him f (h* to be 
Some f^» yptian porcupig : 
He ^ghted all^ cats, dogs, and all, Bi 

Each cow, each horse, and each hog : 
For fear they did flee, for they took him to be 
Some strange outlandish hedge-hog. 



To see thb fight, all people then 

Got up on trees and houses, 90 

On churches some, and chimneys too ; 
But these put on their trowses. 
Not to spoil their hose. As soon as he xo6e> 

To make him strong and mighty, 
He drank by the tale, six pots of ale, 9ft 

And a quart of aqua-vitae. 



It is not strength that always wins> 

For wit doth strength excell j 
Which made our cunning champion 
f reep down into a well ; 109 

Where he did think, this dragon would drink. 

And so he did in truth ; 
And as he stoop'd low, he rose up and ciy*d» boh ! 
And hit him in the mouth. 
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Oh^ quoth the dragon^ pox take thee> come out^ 105 

Thou disturb'st nxe in my diink : 
And then he turn'd^ and s ... at him \ 
Good lack how he did stink : 
Beshi*ew thy soul, thy body's foul. 

Thy dung smells not like balsam \ 110 

Thou son of a whore, thou stink'st so sore. 
Sure thy diet is unwholsome. 



Our politick knight, on the other side. 

Crept out upon the brink. 
And gave the dragon such a douse, 115 

He knew not what to think : 
By cock, quoth he, say you so, do you see ? 

And then at him he let fly 
With hand and with foot, and so they went to't ; 
And the word it was. Hey boys, hey ! 1^0 



Your words, quoth the dragon, I don't understand; 

Then to it they fell at all. 
Lake two wild boars so fierce, if I may 
Compare great things with small. 
Two days and a night, with this dragon did fight 125 

Our champion on the giound 5 
Tho* their strength it was greal, their skill it was neatj^ 
They never had one wound. 
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At length the hard earth began to quake. 

The dragon gave hun a knocks 130 

Which ma^e him to reel, and straitway he thought. 
To lift him as high as a rock, 
And thence let him fiaill. But More of More-hall, 

Like a valiant son of Mars, 
As he came like a lout, so he turned him about, 135 
And hit him a kick on the a . . * 

Oh, quoth the dragon, with a deep sigh. 

And tum'd six times together. 
Sobbing and tearing, cursing and swearing 
"~ Out of liis throat of leather 5 

More of More-hall I O thou rascM ! 140 

Would I had seen tliee never ; 
With the thing at thy foot, thou hast prick*d my a . . gut. 
And Tm q\iite undone for ever. 

Murder, murder, the dragon cry'd, 145 

Alack, alack, for grief 5 - 
Had you but mist that place, you could 
Have (ione me no mischief. 
Then his head he shaked, trembled and quaked. 

And dovjrn he laid and cry'd 5 150 

First on one knee, then on back tumbled he. 
So groan'd, kickt, s . . ., and dy'd. 

*^t* A description of the supposed scene of the fore- 
going Ballad, which was communicated to the Editor in 
IfOT, is here given in the words of the relater : 

o la 
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" In Yorkshire, 6 miles from Rotherhara, is a vil- 
** lage> called Wortley, the seat of the late Wortlet 
'* Montague, Esq. About a mile from this village is a 
** Lodge, named Warnclipf Lodge, but vulgarly cal- 
** led Wantley : here lies the scene of the Song. I 
•^ was there above forty years ago : and it being a woody 
^' rocky place, my friend made me clamber over rocks and 
'* stones, not telling me to what end, till I came to a 
sort of a cave 3 then asked my opinion of the place^ 
and pointing to one end, says. Here lay the Dragon 
killed by Moor of Moor-hall : here lay his h^id ; 
*' here lay his tail ; and the stones we came over on the 
*' hill, are those he could not ci-ack ; and yon white 
*^ house you see half a mile oflP, is Moor-hall. I had 
*^ dined at the lodge, 'and knew the man*s name was 
** Matthew, who was a keeper to Mr. Wortley, and, 
*' as he endeavoured to persuade me, was the same 
'* Matthew mentioned in the Song : in the house is the 
'^ picture of the Dragon and Moor of Moor-hall, and 
*' near it a Well, which, says he, is the Well desciibed 
<' in the Ballad." 

f4-t Since the former Editions of this humorous old 
Song were printed, the following Key to the Satirk 
hath been communicated by Godfrey Bosvillb, Esq, 
of Thorp, near Malton, in Yorkshire j who, in the most 
obliging manner^ gave full permission to subjoin it to 
the Poem. 

Warncliffe Lodge, and Warncliffe Wood (vul- 
garly pronounced Wantley), are in the parish of Pen- 
niston, in Yorkshire. The rectory of Penniston was part 
of the dissolved monastery of St. Stephen's, Westmin- 
•ter } and was granted to the Duke of Norfolk's family: 
who therewith endowed an hospital, which he built at 
Sheffield, for women. The trustees let the impropria- 
tion of the great tithes of Penniston to the Wortley fa- 
mily, who got a great deal by it, and wanted to get still 
more : for Mr. Nicholas Wortley attempted to take the 

tithes 
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tithes in kind, but Mr. Francis Bosville opposed him, 
and thert was a decree in favour of the modus in 3Tth 
Eliz. The vicarage of Penniston did not go alon^ with 
the rectory, but wivh the copyhold rents, and was part 
of a large purchase made by Ralph Bosville, Esq. from 
(Queen Elizabeth, in the 2d year of her reign : and that 
part he sold in 12th Eliz. to his elder brother Godfrey, 
the father of Francis j who left it, with the rest of hir 
estate, to his wife, for her life, and then to Ralph, 3d 
son of his uncle Ralph. The widow married Lyonel 
Rowlestone, lived eighteen years, and survived Ralph. 

This premised, the Ballad apparently relates to the 
lawsuit carried on concerning this claim of Tithes made 
by the Wortley family. *' Houses and Churches were 
*' to him Geese and Turkeys" : which are titheabk 
things, the Dragon chose to live on. Sir Francis Wort- 
ley, the son of Nicholas, attempted again to take the 
Tithes in kind : but the parishioners subscribed an 
agreement to defend their modus. And at the head oij 
the agreement was Lyonel Rowlestone, who is supposed 
to be one of '* the Stones, dear Jack, which the Dragon' 
" could not crack." The agreement is still preserved in 
a large sheet of parchment, dated 1st of James I. and 
is full of names and seals, which might be meant by the 
coat of armour, " with spikes all about, both within 
*' and without." More of More-hall was either the 
attorney, or counsellor, who conducted the suit. He i^ 
not distinctly remembered, but More-hall is stiU extant 
at the veiy bottom of Wantley [Warncliff] Wood, and 
lies so low, that it might be said to be in a well : as the 
Dragon's den [Warncliff Lodge] was at the top of the 
wood, " with Matthew's house hard by it." The Keepers 
belonging to the Wortley family were named, for many 
generations, Matthew Northall : the last of them left 
this lodge, within memory, to be Keeper to the Duke 
of Norfolk. The present owner of More-hall still at- 
tends Mr. Bosville' s Manor-Court at Ox-spring, and 
pays a Rose a year. " More of More-hall, with nothing 

' '* at 
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** at all, slew the Dragon of Wantley." He gave him, 
instead of tithes, so small a modus, that it was in efifect 
nothing at all, and was slaying him with a vengeance. 
*' The poor children tlwee/' &c. cannot surely mean the 
three sisters of Fi*ancis Bosville, who would have been 
coheiresses, had he made no will ? The late Mr. Bos- 
ville had a contest with the descendants of two of them. 
the late Sir Geo. Saville's father, and Mr. Copley, about 
the presentation to Penniston, they supposing Francis 
had not the power to give this part of the estate from 
the heirs at law j but it was decided against them. The 
Dragon (Sir Francis Wortley) succeeded better with his 
cousin Wordesworth, the freeliold lord of the manor 
(for it is the copyhold manor that belongs to Mr. Bos- 
ville) having persuaded him not to join the refractory 
parishioners, under a promise that he would let him his 
tythes cheap : and now the estates of Wortley and 
Wordesworth are the only lands that pay tithes in the 
parish. 

N.B. The '' two days and a night," mentioned in 
ver. 1^5^ as the duration of the combat^ was probably 
tiiat of the trial at law. 



XIV. 
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XIV. 

St. GEORGE FOR ENGLAND. 

THE FIRST PAKT. 

As the former song is in ridicule of the extrairagant 
incidents in old ballads and metrical romances j so this 
is a bm*lesque of their style ', particularly of the tambliag;. 
transitions and wild accumulation of unconnected parts, 
so frequent in many of them. 

This ballad is given from an old black4etter copy in 
the Pepys collection, " imprinted at London, 1613.*' 
It is more ancient than many of the preceding ; but we 
place it here for the sake of connecting it with the S»- 

COKDjpART. 

W H Y 4pe you boast of Arthiu^ and his knightes. 
Knowing ' welF how many men have endured fightes ? 
For besides king Arthur, and Lancelot du lake. 
Or sir Tristram de Lionel^ that fought for ladies sake; 
Read in old histories, and there you shall see ' 
How St. George, St. George the dragon made to flee. 
St. George he was for England; StDennis was fbr France^ 
Sing, Honi $oit qui mal y pense, 

Mark our father Abraham, when first he resckued Lot 
Onely with his household, what conquest there he got : 

David 



Sr. 6E0RGB POft EN6LAN1D. 9^9 

David was elected a prophet and a king, 
He slew the great Goliah^ with a stone within a sling.: 
Yet these were not knightes of the table round j 
Not St. George, St. George, who the dragon did 
confound. 
St. George he was for England 5 St. Dennis was for France 3 
Sing, Honi soit qui mal y pense, 

Jephthah and Gideon did lead their men to fight, 
lliey conquered the Amorites, and put them all to 

flight : 
Hercules his labours 'were* on the plaines of Basse; 
And Sampson slew a thousand with the jawbone of 

an asse, \ 
And eke he direw a Umgh downe, and did a mighty 

^poyle : 
But St. George^ St. GeOTge he did the diBgooi fgyle. 
{S|«Georgehewas~for England 5 St. Dennis was for France ; 
Sing, Heni wt foimal f pense. . 

The warres of ancient monarchs it were too long to 

' tdl. 
And likewise of the RomaaB, how larre th^ did ^ccdl ; 
Hannyball and Scipio in many a fielde did fighte : 
Orlando Furioso he was a worthy knighte : 
Remus and Romulus, were they that Rome did bmlde: * 
But St:.Geo]:ge, St. George die dragon made to yidde. 
St^GeorgehewasforEnglandj St.Denniswasfol'Francej 

Sing, Heniioit qui mal y pense. 
VOL, III* B B The 
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The noble Alphonso, that was the Spanish king. 
The order of the red scarfies and bandrolles in did 

bring* : 
He had a troope of mighty knightes, when first he 

did begin^ 
Which sought adventures Burre and neare, that con- 
quest they might win ; 
The ranks of the Pagans he often put to flight : 
But St. Geoige^ St. George did with the dragon fight. 
St.Georgehe was for England^ St. Dennis wasfor France ^ 
Sing, Honi soit qui mal y pense. 

Many 'knights* have fought with proud Tamberlaine: 
Cutlax the Dane^ great warres he did muntaine : 

. Rowland of Beame^ and good 'sir* Olivere 

In the forest of Aeon slew both woolfe and beare : 
Besides that noble Hollander, 'sir' Goward with the bill : 
But St George, St. George the dragon's blood did spiE 

St. Geoige he was for En^and -, St. Dennis was fiirF^nuice ; 
Sing, Hani soit qui mal y pense, 

Valentine and Orson were of king Pepin's blood : 
AlMde and Henry they were brave knightes and good: 
' The four sons of Aymon, that fiollow'^CharlemaiDe : 
Sir Hughon of Burdeauic, and Godfirey of BuUaine: 

♦ This probably alludes to "An Ancient Order of Knight* 
<* hood, called the Order of the Band, instituted hy Don Al- 
" phonsus, king of Spain, ... to wear a red riband of thret 
" fingers breadth," &c See Ames, Typog. p. 337. 

These 
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These were all French knightes that lived in that age : 
But St. George^ St. George the dragon did assuage, 
St. George he was for England 5 St. Dennis was for France j 
Sing> Honi soit qui mal y pense. 

Bevis conquered Ascapart^ and after slew the boare^ 
And then he crost beyond the seas to combat with the 

moore : 
Sir Isenbras and Eglamore, they were knightes most 
bold ', 
* And good Sir John Mandeville of travel much hath 
told : 
Hiere were many English knights that P^igans did 

convert : 
But St George, St. George pluckt out thedragon*sheart. 
fitGeorge he was for England 5 St. Dennis was fbrFrance; 
Sing, Hani soit qui mal y pense. 

The noble earl of Warwick, that was call'd sir Guy, 
The infidels and pagans stoutlie did defie ; 
He slew the giant Brandimorey and after was the death 
Of that most ghastly dun cowe, the divell of Dunsmore 

heath 5 
Besides 1^ noble deeds all done beyond the seas : 
But St. George, St. George the dragon did apppase. 
St. George he was for England 3 St. Dennis was for Fraiice 3 
Sing, Honi soit qui mal y pense, 

B B ^ Richard 
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Richard Coeur-de-lion^ erst king of this land. 
He the Hon gored with his naked hand * : 
The false duke of Austria nothing did he feare ; 
But his son he killed with a boxe on the eare i 
Besides his £unous actes done in the holy lande : 
But St. George^ St. George the dragon did withstande. 
St. Georgehewas for England J St. Dennis was for France," 
Sing^ Honi soit qui mal y pense. 

Henry the fifth he conquered all France, 
A|id quartered their armsj his honour to advance : 
He their cities razed> and threw their castles downe. 
And his head he honoured with a double crowne: 
He thumped the French-men^ and after home he came : 
But St. George, St. George he did the dragon tame. 
St. George he was for England ^ St. Dennis was for Franon 
Sing, Honi soit qui mal y pense. , 

St. David of Wales the Welsh-men much advance : 
St. Jaques of Spaine, that never yet broke lance : 
St. Patricke of Ireland, which was St. Geoi^ges boy^ 
Seven yeares he kept liis horse, and then stole him 

away: 
For which knavish act, as slaves they doe remaine : 
But St. George, St. George the dragon he hath slaine^ 
St. George he%vas for England j St. Denni:> was for France; 
Sing, Honi soit qui mal y pense, 

* AUiuiinf to the fabulous ExploiU attributed to this Kitifp ia 
the old Romances, Sec the Dissertation prefixed to this vohuse. 

XV. 
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XV. 
ST. GEORGE FOR ENGLAND, 

THE SECOND PART, 

was written by Johk Grubb, M. A. of Christ 
Church, Oxford, llie occasion of its heing composed 
is said to have been as follows. A set of gentlemen of 
the university had formed themselves into a Club, all 
the members of which were to be of the name of 
George: their anniversary feast was to be held on 
St. George's day. Our Author solicited strongly to 
be admitted ; but his name being unfortunately John, 
this disqualification was dispensed with only upon this 
conadition, that he would compose a song. in honour of 
tfaieir Patron Saint, and would every year produce one 
or more new stanzas, to be sung on their annual festi- 
val. This gave birth to the following humorous per- 
formance, the several stanzas of which were the pro- 
duce of many successive anniversaries *, 

This diverting poem was long handed about in ma- 
nuscript } at length a friend of Grubb*s undertook to 
get it printed, who, not keeping pace with the impa- 
tience of his friends, was addressed in the following 
whimsical macaronic lines, which, in such a collection 
as this, may not improperly accompany the poem 
itself. 

* To this circumstance it is owing that the Editor has never 
met with two copies in which the stanzas are arranged alike : 
he has therefore thrown them into what appeared the most 
natural order. The verses are properly long Alexandrines, but 
the narrowness of the page made it necessary to subdivide 
them : th^ are her« prlnUNi with many improvements. 

EXPOSTU- 
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EXPOSTULATIUNCULA,- SIVC QuERIMOVIUNCULA ad AnTONIVM 

[Atherton] ob Poema Joiiannis Grubb, Viri rou maw ingenio- 
tissiHii in lucem nondum editi. 

ToNi ! Tune sines divina poemata Grubbi 

Intomb'd in secret thus still to remain anj longer, 

Towo/bbtf aov shall last, SI F^vCCt iia/x'nfgt tui, 

Grubbe tuum nomen vivet dum nobilis ale-a 

Eificit heroas, dignamque heroe ^puellam. 

Est genus heroum, quos nobilis eflicit ale-a 

Qui pro niperkin clamant, quaternque liquoris 

Quern vocitant Homines Brandy, Superi Cheny-'brandy. 

Sepe illi long-cut, vel small-cut flare Tobacco 

Sunt soliti pipes. Ast si gcneroslor herba 

(Per varios casus, per tot discrimina rerum) 

MundunguR desit, turn non funcare recusant 

Brown-paper tostk, vel quod fit arundinc bed-mat. 

- Hie labor, hoc opus est heroum ascendere sedes ! 
Ast ego quo rapiar ? quo roe feret entheus ardory 
Grubbe, tui memorem ? Divinum expande poema. 

. Qus mora ? quae ratio est, quin Grubbi protinus anser 
Virgilii, Flaecique simul canat inter olores ? 

At ]eng:th the importunity of his friends prevailed, 
and Mr. Grubb*s song was published at Oxford^ under 
the following title : 

The British Heroes 

A New Poem in honour of St. George 

By Mr. John Grubb 

School-master of Christ-Church 

OxoN. 1688. 

Favete Unguis ; carmina nonpritu 

Audita, musarum sacerdos 

Canto. Hob, 

Sold by Heniy Clements. Oxen, 

JL HE story of king Arthur old 

Is very memorable^ 
The number of his valiant knights. 

And roundness of his table ; 

Tta 
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The kiiights around his table in * 5 

A circle sate, d*yc see : 
And altogether made up one * 

Large hoop of chivalry. 
He had a swords both broad and sharp^ 

Y-cleped Calibum^ -^ 10 

Would cut a flint more easily 

Than pen-knife cuts a corn 3 
As case-knife does a capon carve. 

So would it carve a rock> 
And split a man at single slash^ " 15 

From noddle down to nock. 
As Roman Augur's steel of yore 

Dissected Tarquin's riddle. 
So this would cut both conjurer 

And whetstone thro' the middle. 1 ' 20 
He was the cream of Brecknock, 

And flower of all the Welsh : 
But George he did the dragon fell. 

And gave him a plaguy squelsb. 
StGeorgehewas for England; St. Dennis was for France; 
Sing, Honi soit qui mcU y pense, 20 

Pendragon, like his Either Jove, 

Was fed with milk of goat ; 
And hke him made a noble shield 

Of she-goafs shaggy coat : ' " 30 

On top of bumisht helmet he 

Did wear a crest of leeks; 

And 



37^ 8T. OBORGB rOR SHGLANBtr 

And onions* heads, whose dreadful nod 

Drew tears down hostile eheeka^ 
Itch and Welsh blood did make him hot^ 35 

And very prone to ire ^ 
H* was tinged with brimstone, like a match> 

And would as soon take fire. 
As brimstone he took inwardly 
\ When scurf gave him occasion^ 40 

His |M)6tem puff of wind was a 

Sulphureous exhalation. 
The Briton never tergivers'd. 

But was for adverse drublnng. 
And never tum*d his back to aught, 45 

But to a post for scrubbing. 
His sword would serve fi>r battle, or 

For dinner, if you please; 
When it had slain a Cheshire man, 

'Twould toast a Cheshire cheese. 50 

He wounded, and| in their own blood. 

Did anabaptize Pagans : 
But George he made the dragon an 

Example to all dragon^. 
St. George he was for England; St. Dennis was fbr France; 
Sing, Honi mt qui mal y peiUe* 56 

Brave Warwick Guy> at dinner time, 

Challeng*d a gyant savage i 
And streight came out the unweildy lout 

Brim-full of wraUi tiad cab)>age : 60 

He 
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He had a phis of latitude. 

And was full thick i' th* middle 5 
The cheeks of puflfed trumpeter. 

And paunch of squire Beadle*^ 
But the luiight fell'd him, like an oak, 65 

Ai)d did upon his back tread ; 
The valiant knight his weazon cut. 

And Atropos his packthread. 
Besides he fought with a dun cow. 

As say the poets witty, 70 

A dreadful dun, and horned too, 

like dim of Oxford city : 
The fervent dog-days made her mad. 

By causing heat of weather, 
Syrius and Procyon baited her, 75 

As bull-dogs did her fhth^ : 
Grasiers, nor butchers this fell beast, 

E*er of her fix>lick hindred 5 
John Dossetf she'd knock down as flat. 

As John knocks down her kindred : 80 

Her heels would lay ye all along. 

And kick into a swoon ; 
Prewin*s } cow-heels keep up your corpte, - 

But hers would beat you down. 



* Men of bulk answerable to their places, as is wcU. known 
at Oxford. 

«f* A butcher that then servsd the college. 

X A cook, who on fast nights was famous for seUin|^ cow-heel 
and tripe, 

She 
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She vanquisht many a sturdy wight^ 85 

And proud was of the honour } 
Was pufft by mauling butchers so^ 

As if themselves had blown her. 
At once she kickt, and pusht at Guy« 

But all that would not fright him ; 90 

Who wav*d his winyard o'er sir-loyn^ 

As if he'd gone to knight him. 
He let her blood, frenzy to cure. 

And eke he did her gall rip ; 
His trenchant blade, like cook's long spit, 95 

Ran thro* the monster's bald-rib : 
He rear'd up the vast crooked rib. 

Instead of arch triumphal : 
But George hit th* dragon such a pelt. 

As made him on his bum &11. 100 

St. George he was for England; St. Dennis was for France; 
Sing, Honi $oit qui mal y pense, 

Tamerlain, vdth Tartarian bow. 

The Turkish squadrons slew; 
And fetch'd the pagan crescent down, 105 

With half-moon made of yew : 
His trusty bow proud Turks did gall 9 

With showers of arrows thick. 
And bow-strings, without strangling, sent 

Grand-Visiers to old Nick : 110 

Much 
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Much turbantS; and much P^igan pates 

He made to humble in dust ; 
And heads of Saracens he fixt 

On spear^ as on a sign-post : 
He coop'd in cage Bajazet the prop - 115 

Of Mahomet's religion^ 
As if 't had been the whispering bird. 

That prompted him, the pigeon. 
In Turkey-leather scabbard, he 

Did sheath his blade so trenchant : 120 

But George he swing'd the dragon's tail> . 

And cut off every inch on't. 
:. George hewasfor England; St. Deimis was for France; 
Sing, Honi soit qui mal y pense. 

The amazon Thalestris was 19.5 

Both beautiful and bold ; 
She sear*d her breasts with iron hot. 

And bang*d her foes with cold. 
Her hand was like the tool, wherewith 

Jove keeps proud mortals under : 130 

It shone just like his lightning, ^ 

And batter*d like his thunder. 
Her eye darts lightning, that would blast 

The proudest he that swaggered. 
And melt the rapier of his soul, , ^ . 135 

* In its corporeal scabbard. 



Her 



380 ST. 6B0SGS FOR BNGLANO. 

Her beauty, and her drum to foes 

Did cause amazement double ; 
As timorous larks amazed are 

With light, and with a low-bell : 140 

With beauty, and that lapland-charm*. 

Poor men she did bewitch all ; 
Still a blind whining lover had. 

As Pallas had her scrich-owl. 
She kept the chastness of a nun 145 

In armour, as in cloyster : 
But George undid the dragon just 

As you*d undo an oister. 
St. George he wasfor England; St. Dennis was ior France ; 
Sing, Honi soit qui mal y pense, • ISO 



Stout Hercules was of&pring of 

Great Jove and Mr Alcmene : 
One part of him celestial was^ 

One part of ^im terrene. 
To scale the hero's cradle walls 155 

Two fiery snakes combined. 
And, eurling into swaddling doatbs^ 

About the in&nt twin'd : 
But he put out these dragons* fires^ 

And did their hissing stop ; 160 

As red-hot iron with hissing noise 

Is quencht in blacksmith's shop. 



• The drum. 



He 
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He cleans*d a atab]e> and nibb*d down 

The horses of new-comers ; 
And out of horse-dung he rais'd fame, 165 

As Tom Wrench* does cucumbers. 
He made a river help hun through ; 

Alpheus was under-groom ; 
The stream, disgust at office mean, 
• Ran murmuring thro* the room : I70 

This fiquid ostler to prevent 

Being tired with that long work. 
His &ther Neptune's trident took. 

Instead of three-tooth*d dung-fork. 
This Hercules, as soldier, and 175 

As spinster, could take pains ; 
His club would sometimes spin ye flax. 

And sometimes knock out brains : 
H* wa$ forc*d to spin his miss a shift 

By Juno's wrath and h6r-spite *, ISO 

Fair Omphale whipt him to his wheel. 

As cook whips barking turn-spit 
^rom man, or chum, he well knew how 

To get him lastinig &ume : 
He*d pound a giant, till the blood, 185 

And milk till butter came. 
Often he fought with huge b^ttoon. 

And oftentimes he boxed 3 



* Who kept Parftdise g^ardens at Oxford. 



Tapt 
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Tapt a fresh monster once a months 

As Hervey^ doth fresh hogshead. 190 

He gave Anteus such a hug. 

As wrestlers give in Cornwall : 
But George he did the dragon kilL 

As dead as any door-nail. 
St George he was for England -, St. Dennis was for France ; 
Sing> Honi soit qui mal y pense, ^ 196 

The Gemini, sprung from an egg. 

Were put into a cradle : 
Their brains with knocks and bottled-ale^ 

Were often-times ftdl addle : 200 

And« scarcely hatched, these sons of him. 

That hurb the bolt trisulcate. 
With helmet-shell on tender head. 

Did tustle with red-ey'd pole-cat. 
Castor a horseman, Pollux tho' 205 

A boxer was, I wist : 
The one was flam*d for iron heel -, 

Th' other for leaden fist. 
Pollux to shew he was a god. 

When he was in a passion 210 

With fist made noses fall down flat 

By way of adoration : 



* A noted drawer at the Mermaid tavern in Oxford. 



TOs 
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This fist^ as sure as French disease^ 

Demolish*d noses* ridges : 
He like a certain lord^ was fgun'd 215 

For breaking down of bridges. 
Castor the flame of fiery steed. 

With well-spur'd boots took down j 
As men, with leathern buckets^ quench 

A fire in country town. 220 

His &mous horse, that liv'd on oats^ 

Is sung on oaten quill ; 
By bards* immortal provender 

Thp nag surviveth still. 
This shelly brood on none but knaves^ 225 

Employed their brisk artillery : 
And flew as naturally at rogues, i 

As eggs at thief in pillorjrf . 
Much sweat they spent in furious fight^ 

Much blood they did efiPund : 230 

Their whites they vented thro* the pores j 

Their yolks thro' gaping wound : 
Then both were cleans'd from blood and dust 

To make a heavenly sign 5 
The lads were, like their armour, scowr'd, 235 
And then hung up to shine 5 

* Lord Lovelace broke down the bridges about Oxford, at the 
beginning of the Revolution. See on this subject a BaUad in 
Smith's Poems, p. 102. Lond. 1713. 

f It has been suggested by an ingenious Correspondent that 
this was a popular subject at that time .- 

Not cart^ Bawd, or Dan de Foe, 

In wooden Ruff ere blustered so.*-— Smith's Poems^ p. 1 17* 

Such 
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Such were the heavenly double-Dicks^ 

The sons of Jove and Tyndar : 
But George he cut the dragon up^ 

As he had bin duck or windar. 940 

StGeorge he was for England; St. Dennis was for France; 
Sing, Hbni soit qui mal y pense. 

Gorgon a twisted adder wore 

For knot upon her shoulder : 
She kemb'd her hissing periwigs S45 

And curling snakes did powder. 
Thefee snakes they made stiff changelings 

Of all the folks they hist on ; 
They turned barbars into hones. 

And masons into freenstone : 250 

Sworded magnetic Amazon 

Her shield to load-stone changes ; 
Then amorous sword by magic bdlt 

Clung fetst unto her haunches. 
This shield long village did protect^. d53 

And kept the army from-town, 
And changed the bullies into rocks. 

That came t'invade Long-Compton *. 
She post-diluvian stores unmans. 

And jPyrrha's work unravels ; 260 

And stares Deucalion's hardy boys 

Into their primitive pebbles. 

• See the account of Rolricht Stones, in Dr« Flott's Uiit of 

Red 
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Red noses she to rubies turns> 

And noddles into bricks : 
But George made dragon laxative ; S6& 

And gave him a bloody flix, 
St.Creorge he was for England; St. Dennis wasfbrFtenct; 
Sing^ Honi soit qui mal y pense* 

By boar-spear Meleager got 

An everlasting name> ^% 

And out of haunch of basted swine^ 

He hew*d eternal &me. 
This beast each hero's trouzers riptj 

And rudely shew'd his bare-breech, 
Rickt but the wem, and out there camt tW'S 

Heroic guts and garbadge. 
Legs were sec\ir*d by iron boots 

No more than peas by peascods : 
Brass helmets^ with inclosed scuUs> 

Wou*d crackle in*s mouth like chesnutk 989 
His tawny hairs erected were 

By rage, that was resistless 5 
And wrath, instead of cobler*s wax. 

Did stififen his rising bristles. 
His tusk lay'd dogs so dead asleep, S86 

Nor horn, nor whip cou'd wake *um : 
It made them vent both their last blood. 

And tlieir last album-grecum. 
But the knight gor'd him with his spear. 

To make of him a tame one, 990 

jfou izi. G e Aa4 
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And arrows tbick^ instead of dovesj 

He stuck in monster's gammon. 
For monumental pillar, that 

His victory might be known. 
He rais*d up, in cylindric form, 995 

A collar of the brawn. 
He sent his shade to shades below. 

In Stygian mud to wallow ; 
And eke the stout St. George eftsoon^ 

He made the dragon follow. 300 

StGeorge he was for England; St. Dennis was fiorFroncej 
Sing, Honi soit qui mal y perue. 

Achilles of old Chiron learnt 

The great horse for to ride; 
H* was taught by th* Centaur's rational part, 305 

The hinnible to bestride. 
Bright silver feet^ and shining &ce 

Had that stout hero's mother ; 
As rapier 's silver'd at one end. 

And wounds you at the other. 310 

Her feet were bright, his feet were 

As hawk pursuing sparrow : 
Her's had the mc^al> his tHe speed 

Of Brabum's* silver arrpw. 



* Braburn, a ^entVeman commoner of lincohi college, give 
a silver arrow to be shot for by the arQhen of the univeciitj of 
Oxford. * ' 

Thetii 
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liietis to double pedagogue 315 

Commits her dearest boy 5 *. 
Who bred him from a slender twig 

To be the scourge of Troy : 
But ere he lasht the Trojans, h* was 

In Sty^an waters steept ; 320 

As birch is soaked first in piss. 

When boys are to be whipt. 
With skin exceeding hard, he rose 

From lake, so black and muddy. 
As lobsters from the ocean rise, S25 

With shell about thdr body : 
And, as from lobster's broken claw. 

Pick out the fish you might : 
So might you frt>m one unshell'd heel 

Dig pieces of the kni^. 330 

Hif myrmidons robb*d Priam's bams 

And hen-roosts, says the song ; 
Carried away both com and eggs, 
« Like ants from whence they sprung. 
Himself tore Hector's pantaloons, 335 

And sent him down bare-breechVl 
To pedant Radamanthus, in 

A posture to be switched. 
But George he made the di^s^n lock. 

As if he had been bewitch'd. 340 

St<GecNrge he was for England; St. Dennis w^sjf^ri'V^fi^; 
Sing, Honi soU qui mal y pet^se. 

c G 9 fuH 



388 ST. GEORGE FOR BNGLAK»« 

Full htal to the Romans was 

The Carthaginian Hanni- 
bal i him I mean, who gave them such 34* 

A devilish thump at Canns : 
Moors thick, as goats on Penmenmure^ 

Stood on the Alpes's front : 
Their one-eyed guide*, like blinking mole, 

Bor*d Ihro' the hind'ring mount : 350 

Who, baflBied by the massy rock. 

Took vinegar for relief j 
Like plowmen, when they hew their way 

Thro* stubborn rump of beef. 
As dancing louts from hiunid toes 355 

Cast a|:oms of ill savour 
To blinking Hyatt f, when on vile crowd 

He merriment does endeavour. 
And saws from suffering timber out 

Some wretched tune to quiver : . 36Q 

So Romans stunk and squeaked at sight 

Of Afirican camivor. 
The tawny surface of his phiz 

Did serve instead of vizzard : 
But George he made the dragon have 865 

A grumbling in his gizzard. 
8t George hewasfor England; StDennis was for France; 

Sing, Hani soit qui mal y pense. 

^ Hannibal had but one eye. 

f A one-«yed fellow, who pretended to make iWldles, as weU 
^ play on them ; well known at that time in Oxford. 

The 
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The valour of Domitian> 

It must not be forgotten j 370 

Who from the jaws of worm-blowing flies, • 

Protected veal and muttoti. 
A squadron of flies errant. 

Against the foe appears j 
With regiments of buzzing knights, , S75 

And swarms of volunteers : "* 

The warliKe wasp encourag'd *em 

With animating hum 5 
And the loud brazen hornet next. 

He was their kettle-drum : 380 

The Spanish idon Cantharido 

Did him most sorely pester. 
And raised on skin of venturous knight 

Full many a plaguy blister. 
A bee whipt thro* his button-hole, 385 

A§ thro' key-hole a witch. 
And stabb'd him with her little tuck 

Drawn out of scabbard breech : 
But the undaunted knight lifts up 

An arm both big and brawny, 390 

And slasht her so, that here lay head. 

And there lay bag and honey : 
Then 'mongst the rout he flew as swift. 

As weapon made by Cyclops, 
And bravely quell'd seditious buz, 395 

By dint of massy fly-flops, 

Surviving 
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Surviving flies do curses breathe^ 

And maggots too at Caesar : 
But George he shaved the dragbn*s beards 

And Askelon * was his razor. 400 

St. George hewas for England; St. Dennis was for France^ 
Sing, Honi soit qui mal y pen^e, 

* The name of St. Goorge's swonL 



John Grubb, the facetious writer of the foregoing 
Song, makes a distinguished figure among the Oxford 
wits so humorously enumerated in the foUovnng distich : 

Alma novem genuit c^lebres Rb«dycina poetas 

Bub, Stubb, Grubb, Crabb,Trap, Youngs Carey, Tiokel, Evans. 

These were Bub Dodington (the late lord Melcombe), 
Dr. Stubbes, our poet Gbubb, Mr. Crabb, Dr. Trapp 
the poetry-professor, Dr. Edw. Young the author erf 
Night-Thoughts, Walter Carey, Thom$is Tickel, Esq. 
and Dr. Evans the epigrammatist. 

As for our poet Grubb, all that we can learn further 
of him, is contained in a few extracts from the Univer? 
sity Register, and from his epitaph. It appears firom 
the former that lie was matriculated in 1667» being the 
son of John Grubb, ^' de Acton Burnel in comitatu Sa- 
lop, pauperis." He took his degree of Bachelor of Ahs, 
June 28, 1671 : and became Master of Arts, Jime 28, 
1675. He was appointed Head Master of the Grammar 
School at Chiist Church ; and afterwards chosen into 
the same employment at Gloucester, where he died in 
1697> as appears from his monument in the church of 
St. Mary de Crypt in Gloucester, whigb i** inscribe with 
the following epitaph : , 
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XI. iS* £• 
Johannes Grubb, A. M. 
Natus apud Acton Bumel in agro Salopiensi 
Anno Dom. 1645. 
Cigus variam in lin^is notitiam, 
et fieiicem erudiendis pueris industriam, 
gratA adhuc memorid. testatur Oxonium . ; 
Ibi enim ^di Christi initiatus, 
artes excoiuit : 
Pueros ad easdem mox excolendas 
accurate formavit : 
Hue demum 
unanimi omnium consensu accitus, 
eandem suscepit provinciam^ 
quam feliciter adeo absolvit^ 
ut nihil optandum sit 
nisi ut diutius nobis interfiiisset t 
Fuit enim 
propter festivam ingenii suavitatem^ 
simplicem morum candorem, et 
precipuam erga cognatos benevolentiam, 
omnibus desideratissimus. 
Obiit 2do die Aprilis^ Anno D'ai. 16^7^ 
' ^tatis sus 51. 
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MABGARETS GHOST. 



This Ballad, which appeared in some of the publie 
newspapers in or before the year 17^4, came from the 
pen of David Mallet^ Esq. who in the edition of his 
poems^ 3 vols. 1759^ informs us that the plan was sug- 
gested by the four verses quoted above in page 165» 
which he supposed to be the beginning of some ballad 
now lost. 
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These lines, says he, naked of ornament and simple 
as they are, struck my &ncy j and bringing fresh into 
'' my mind an unhappy adventure much talked of for- 
*' merly, gave birth to the following poem, wbicb was 
V written many yeaiB ago." 

The two introductory lines (and one or two Othen 
elsewhere) had originally more of the ballad simplicity, 
Tiz. 

^' When all was wrapt in dark midnight^ 
*' And all wei'e ^sst asleep, &c. 



X WAS at the silent solemn hour. 
When night and morning meet 5 
In glided Margaret's grimly ghost. 
And stood at William's feet. 

Her 
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Her face was like an April morA^ 5 

Clad in a wintry cloud : 
And clay-cold was her lily hand. 

That held her sable shrowd. 

So shall the fiurest face appear. 

When youth and years are flown : 10 

Such is the robe that kings must wear. 

When death has reft their crown. 

Her bloom was like the springing flower, 

That sips the silver dew j 
The rose was budded in her cheek, 15 

Just opening to the view. 

But love had, like the canker-worm. 

Consumed her early prime : 
The rose grew pale, and left her cheek j 

She dy'd before her time. 20 

'' Awake !" she cry'd, " thy true love calb, 
** Come from her midnight grave j 
Now let thy pity hear the maid 
Thy love refus*d to save. 



it 
it 






This is the dark and dreary hour 55 

When injur'd ghosts comjilain j 
JJow yawning graves give up their dead, 
To hj^unt the fiiithless swain. 

''BelhirJk 



SM • Margaret's ghost. 

*' Bethink thee, William, of thy fault, 

*' Thy pledge and broked oath : SO 

*' And give me back my maiden vow^ 
*' And give me back my troth. 

** Why did you promise love to me, 

" And not that promise keep ? 
" Why^did you swear mine eyes were bright^ 35 

*' Yet leave those eyes to weep ? 

*' How could you say my face was fair, 
" And yet that fece forsake ? 
^ •' How could you win my virgin heart, 

*' Yet leave that heart to break ? 40 

" Why did you say my lip was sweet, 

*' And made the scarlet pale ? 
'' And why did I, young witless maid, 

^* Believe the flattering tale ? 

'' That hjce, alas ! no more is &ir ; 45 

*' These lips no longer red : 
" Dark are my eyes, now clos'd in deathj 

" And every charm is fled. * 

'' The hungry worm my sister is j 

*' This winding-sheet I wear : 50 

^' And cdid and weary lasts our nighty 

*^ Till that last mom appear. 
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f' But hark ! the cock has wam'd me hence ! 

" A long and last adieu ! 
'^ Come see, false man, how low she lies, SS 

; " Who dy'd for love of you." 

The lark sung loud 5 the morningHjmil'd 
With beams of rosy red : . • 

Pale WiUiaiii shook in ev'ry limb. 
And raving left his bed. CO 

He hyed him to, the fatal place 

Where Margaret's body lay : 
And stretched him on the grass-green turf^ 

That wrapt her breathless clay : 

And thrice he call'd on Margaret's name, 65 

And thrice he wept full sore : 
Then laid his cheek to her cold grave. 

And word spake never more. 

*^* In a late publication, intitled The Friends, &c. 
Mx)nd. 1773, 2 vols. I^mo, (in the first volume) is in- 
serted a copy of the foregoing ballad, with very great 
variations, which the Editor of that work contends was 
the original j and that Mallet adopted it for his own, 
jand altered it, as here given. — But the superior beauty 
and simplicity of the present copy gives it so much 
more the air of an original, that it will rather be be- 
lieved that some tmnscriber altered it from Mallet's, and 
adapted the lines to his own taste ^ than which nothing 
|s more common in popular songs and ballads. 

XVIL 
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* 

XVII. 
LUCY AND COLIN. 

viBS written by Thomas Tickell, Esq. the celebrated 

friend of Mr Addison, and Editor of his works. He 
was son of a Clergyman in the North of England 3 had 
his education at j^ueen's College, Qxon -, was under-se- 
cretaiy to Mr. Addison and Mr. Craggs^ when succes- 
sively hecretai ies of state ; tind was lastly (in June 1724) 
appointed secretary to lhe Lords Justices in Ireland, 
which place he held till his death in 1740. He acquired 
Mr Adflifcon'i) patTiiiiage by a poem in praise of the opera 
of Rosamond, written while he was at the University. 
It is a tradition in Ireland, that this Song was writ- 
ten at Castletown, in the county of Kildare^ at the re- 
quest of the then Mrs. ConoUy — probably on some 
event recent in that neighbourhood. 

Of Leinster, &m'd for maidens feir. 

Bright Lucy was the grace j 
Nor e'er did Lifiy*s limpid stream 

Reflect so £Eur a &ce. 

Till luckless love and pining care 5 

Impair'd her rosy hue, 
Her coral lip, and damask cheek> 

And eyes of glossy blue. 

Oh ! have you seen a lily pale. 

When beating rains descend ? 10 

So (lrooi)*d the slow-consuming maid i 

Her life now near its end. 

By 
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By Lucy wam'd, of flattering swains 

Take heed, ye e^sy fair : 
Of vengeance due to broken vows, 15 

Ye perjured swains, beware. 

Three times, all in the dead of nierht, 

A bell was heard to ring 5 
And at her window, shneking thrice. 

The raven flap'd his wing. 20 

Too well the love-lorn maiden knew 

That solemn boding sound ; 
And thus, in dying words, bespoke 

The virgins weeping round. 

" I hear a voice you cannot hear, ?5 

'^ Which says, I must not stay : 
^' I see a haiid you cannot see, 

'^ Which beckons me away. 

'' By a false heart, and broken vows, 

*^ In early youth I die. 50 

'' Am I to blame, because his bride 

^' Is thrice as rich as I ? 

'^ Ah Colin ! give not her thy vows ; 

" Vows due to me alone ; 

*' Nor thou, fond maid, receive his kiss, S5 

'^ Nor think him all thy own* 

'' To-morrotr 
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" T()-morrow in the church to wed, ^ 

. " Impatient^ both prepare ; 
'' But know^ fond maid^ and know, &ke man, 
" That Lucy will be there. 40 

** Then, bear my corse, ye comrades, bear, 

*' The bridegroom blithe to meet j 
•' He in his wedding-trim so gay, 
I in my winding-sheet." 
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She spoke, she dicdj — ^her corse was borne, 45 

The bridegroom blithe to meet 5 
He in his wedding-trim so gay. 

She in her winding-sheet. 

Then what were perjur'd Colin's thoughts ? 

Hpw were those nuptials kept ? 50 

The bride-men flock'd round Lucy dead. 

And all the village wept 

Confusion, shame, remorse, despair. 

At once his bosom swell : 
The damps M death bedew*d his brow, 55 

He shook, he groaned, hefelL 

From the vain bride (ah, bride no more !) 

The varying crimson fled. 
When, 8tretch*d before her rival's corse. 

She saw her husband dead. 60 

Hiea 
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Then to his Lucj^s new-made grave^ 

Conveyed by trembling swains. 
One mould with her, beneath one sod. 

For ever now remains. 

Oft at their grave the constant hind 6^ 

And plighted maid are seen ; 
With garlands gay, and true-love knots. 

They deck the sacred green. 

But, swsdn forsworn, whoe'er thou art^ 

This hallowed spot forbear -, 70 

Kemember Colin*s dreadfol hte. 
And fear to meet him there. 
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XVIII. 

THE BOY AND THE MANTLE, 

AS BRVISED AND ALTERED BY A MODEBK BAND. 

Mr. Warton^ in his ingenious Observations on Spen- 
ser, has pven his opinion, that the fiction of tlie Boy 
and the Mantle is taken from an old French piece inti- 
tled Lr Court Mantel, quoted by M. de St. Palaye, in 
his curious ** Memoires sur Tancienne Chevalerie," Pa- 
ris, 1759, 2 torn. 12mo, who tells us the stoiyresem* 
hies that of Ariosto's inclianted cup. 'Tis possible our 
English poet may have taken the hint of this subject 
from that old French Romance j but he does not ap- 
pear to have copied it in the manner of execution : to 
which (If one may judge from the specimen given in 
the Memoires) that of the Ballad does not bear the 
least resemV)lance. After all, 'tis most likely that all 
the old stories concerning King Arthur are originally of 
British growth, and that what the French and other 
Southern nations have of this kind were at first ex- 
ported from this island. See Memoires de TAcad. des 
Inscrip. torn. xx. p. 352. 

In the ''Fabliaux ou Contes,'* 1781, 5 torn. 12mo, 
of M. Le Grand (tom. I. p. 54), is printed a modern 
Version of the Old Tale Le Court Mantel, under a new 
title, Le Manteau maltailU, which contains the story of 
this Ballad much enlarged, so far as regards theMANTLB, 
but without any mention of the Knife or the Horn. 

1 N Carlcile dwelt king Arthur, 

A prince of passing might ; 
And there maintained his table rounds 

Beset with many a knight. 
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And there he kept his Christmas 1^ 

With mirth and princely cheare^ 
When^ lo ! a straunge and cunmn^ hsfj 

Before him did appeare. 

A kirtle and a mantle 

This boy had him upQn> 10 

With brooches^ rings^ and owches^ 

Full daintily bedone. 

He had a sarke of silk 

About his middle meet ; 
And thus^ with seemely curtesy^ 15 

He did king Arthur greet. 



ft 



it 



God speed thee> braive king Arthiir> 
*' Thus feasting in thy bowre ; 
And Guenever thy goodly (pieen, 
'' That fair and ^peerlesseflovnra. 90 



" Ye gallant lords, and lording9« 

'' I wish you all t^ke heed, 
" Lest, what ye deem a bloomiag ro^ft 

'^ Should prove a cankred w^i^** 

Then straitway from 1ms boaome ^ 

A little wand he drew ; 
And with it^dce^jnantk 

Of wondrouk ahape and kew. ' 
"f Qt^ III. DO " Now 
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'' Now have thou here^ king Arthur* 
'' Have this here of mee, ,^ 

'' And give unto thy comely queen^ 
'^ AU-shapen as you see. 

''No wife it shall become* 

'' That once hath been to blame/' 
Then every knight in Arthur*s court 35 

Slye glaunced at his dame. 

And first came lady Gueqever, 

The mantle she must trye. 
This dame* she was new-fangled* 

And of a roving eye. 40 

When she had tane the n^mtle* 

And all was with it cladde*. 
From top to toe it shivered down. 

As tho* with sheers beshradde. 

One while it was too loi^* 4& 

Another while too shorty 
And wrinkled on her shoulders 

In most imseemly sort. 

Now green* now red it seemed^ 

Then all of sable hue. $o 

'^Beshrewme* quoth king Arthur* 

^'I think thou beesi not trut," 

Down 
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Down she threw the mantle, 

Ne longer would not stay $ 
But> storming like a finy> 65 

To her chamber flung awigr. 

She curst the whoreson weaver. 

That had the mantle wrought: 
And doubly curst the f roward impe. 

Who thither had it brought. 00 

^' I had rather liv^ in desarts 

'' Beneath the green-wood tree : 
" llian here, base long, among thy grooQiei^ 

'' The sport of them and thee/* 

Sir Kay call*d forth his lady, 6t 

And bade her to come near: 
''Yet dame> if thou be guilty, 
I pray thee now forbear/* 
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This lady, pertly gigling. 

With forward step came on, 70 

And boldly to the little boy 

With fearless face is gonB. 

When she had tane the mantk. 

With purpose for to wear : 
It shrunk up to her shoulder, f ft 

And left her b^^ide barsk 



Gib d, and lao^. 
To ice tkot picMC iMiC 80 



Ddime sbe tlirew titt 
So longer bold or p^. 

Bat with a iM9e all |Mk asd 
To ber chamber aloaik 



Then forth came an obi kiiigfat, SS 

A pattering o'er hk cmd ^ 
Aad pvlfer'd to tbe little bcj 

Five noUes to hift meed > 

-' And an the time of CbriBtmos 

'' Plumb-porrid|pe ^lall be thiae,. 90 

'' If thou wilt kt my ladjT fiur 

« Within the mantle -"^-- " 



A fiaint his lady seemed^ 

With step demm!e and sbiir. 
And gravely to the mantle 9S 

With mincing pace doth goo. ^ 

When she the same bad taken. 

That was so fine and thi)i. 
It shrivell'd all about her. 

And 8how*d her dainty sldn. iq$ 

• ^ * Ah! 
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Ah ! little dad HBB miacifig^ ' ".'!.-> 
Or HIS Umg prayers bestead ^ h, 

She had no mcnre h«ng on htff 
Than a tassel and a ttoead. 



Down she threwe the maotie^ 106 

With terror and cysmay, 
And> with a face of scarlaC^ 

To her chamber h^ awi^. 

Sir Cradock caU*d Us lady. 

And bade her to come nean : 110 

" Come win this mantle, kdjr, \ - ? 

*' And do me credit here* 

*' Come win this mantle, lady, ' 

'* For now it shall be thine, 
''If thoa hast never done amiss, . 115 

«'' Sith first I made thee mint." 

The lady gently Uushing!, ^ 

With modest grace caaie on. 
And now to trye the iK^oniroiis dMrm -^ 
' Courageously is gone. 190 






When she bad taae the mande. 

And put it on her baoke. 
About tilt hem it seemed - 

To wrinkle and to ciwke^ 

"Lye 
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^'LyestiD,** sheecryed, ''O mantle! Itt 

^' And shame me not for nought, 
^^ in fieely own whate*er amffls, 

^' Or Uameftil 1 have wrought 

^'Qnce I kist Sfa* Cradocke 

'' Beneathe the green wood tree : 150 

^' Once 1 kist Sir Cradocke's mouth 

*' Before he married mee.*' 

When thus she had her shriven. 

And her worst £auilt had tokl. 
The mantle soon became her 135 

Bight comely as it shoki. 

Most rich and fear of colour. 

Like goM it glittering shone: 
And much the knights in Arthur's court 

Admir*d her every one* 140 

Then towards king Arthur's table 

The boy he tum*d his eye: 
Where stood a boar's head garnished 

With bayes and rosemarye. 

When thrice he o*er the boar's head )45 

His little wand had drawne, 
jjuoth he, " There's never a cuckoldtfi knife 

'' Can curve this head of brawpe.* • 

Then 
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Then some their whittles rubbed 

On whetstone, and on hone : 150 

Some threwe them under the table. 

And swore that they had none. 

Sir Cradock had a little knifoj . 

Of steel and iron made ; 
And in an instant thro* the skul} . , 1S5 

He thrust the shining blade. 

He thrust the shining blade 

Full easily and &st ; 
And every knight in Arthurs court 

A morsel had to taste, 100 

The boy brought forth a hornQ^ 

All golden was the rim : 
Said he, "No cuckolde ever can 

'' Set mouth unto th^ brim. 

'' No cuckold can this little borne . 166 

" Lift fairly to his head ; 
" But or on this, or that side, 

" He shall the liquor shed.'* 

Some shed it on their shoulder. 

Some shed it on their thigh; 170 

And hee that could not hit his mouth. 

Was sure to bit bis eye, 

Thu€« 
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Thus he, that was a cackold. 

Was known of eveiy man : 
But Cradock lifted easily, 175 

And wan the golden can. 

Thus boards head, horn and mantk. 

Were this fair couple*8 meed : 
And all such constant lovers, 

God send th^m well to speed. ISO 

Then down in rage came Gueuevw, 

And thus could spightfiil saj, 
'' Sir Cradock*8 wife most wrongful^ 

" Hath borne the prize away. 

'' See yonder shameless woman, 18S 

** That makes herseKe so dean : 
*' Yet fix)m her pillow taken 

*' Thrice five gallaints have b^n. 

• 

^'Priests, clarkes, and wedded men, 

*' Have her lewd pillow pre^ : 190 

** Yet she the wonderous prize forsooth 

*' Must beare from all the rest." 

Then bespake the little boy. 

Who bad the same4n hold : 
♦' Chastize thy wife, king Arthur, 196 

'* Of speech she is too bold : 

Of 
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*^ Of speech she is too bold,' 

^' Of carriage all too fi*ee 5 
*' Sir king, she hath within thy hall 

'' A cuckold made of thee' 2(X^ 

" All frolick ligfet and wanton 

" She hath her caiTiage borne : 
" And given thee for a kingly crown 

'^ To wear a ctidcold^s home." 

*^* Tlie Rev. Evan Evans, editor of the Specimens 
of Welsh Poetry, 4to, affirmed that th* story of tbe 
Boy and the Mantle is taken from what is rdated in 
some of the old Welsh MSS. of Tegan Earfron, o»e of 
King Arthur's mistresses. She is said to have poseessed 
a mantle that would not fit atiy immodest or incMmti- 
nent woman; this (which, the old writers sa^, was 
reckoned among the curiosities of Britain) is fre<|uentfy 
alluded to by the old Welsh Bards. 

Carleile, so often mentioned in the Ballads oTKing 
Arthur, the editor once thought might probably be a 
corruption of Caer-leon, an ancient British city on 
the river Uske, in Monmouthshire, which was one of 
the places of King Arthur's chief residence ; but he is 
now convinced that it is no other than Carlisle, in 
Cuml|;>erland -, the old Englisl) Minstrels, being most of 
them Northern men, natumlly represented the Hero of 
Romance as residing in the North : and many of the 
places mentioned in the Old Ballads are stitt to be 
found there -, as Tearne-Wadlvng, &c. 

Near, Penrith is still been a lai^ circle, surrounded 
by a mound of earth, which retains the name of Ar- 
thur's Roimd Table, 

XIX. 
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XIX. 

THE ANCIENT FRAGMENT OF THE 
MARRIAGE OF SIR GAWAINE. 

The Second Poem in tliis Volume, intitled The 
MARRiiGE OF Sir Gawaine, having been ofifered to 
the Reader with lafge conjectural Supplements and 
Corrections, the old Fragment itself is here literally 
and exactly printed from the Editor's folio MS. with 
all its defects, inaccuracies, and errata; that such au« 
stere Antiquaries as complain that the ancient copies 
have not been always rigidly adhered to may see how 
unfit for publication many of the pieces would have 
been if all the blunders, corruptions, and nonsense of 
illiterate Reciters and Transcribers had been supersti- 
tioualy retained, without soipe attempt to correct and 
amend them* 

This Ballad had most unfortimately sufifered by hav« 
ing half of every leaf in this part of the MS. torn away; 
and, as about Nine Stanzas generally occur in the half- 
page now remaining, it is concluded ths^t tl^e other luilf 
contained nearly the same number of stanzas. 

ICii^GE Arthur lines in meriy Carletk 
and feemely is to see ^ 

and there he hath w^h bim Queene Genevr 
yt bride so bright of blee 

And there he hath w^^ him Queene Qenever 

y^ bride soe briglit in bower 

& all his barons about him stoode 

yt were both stifle and stowre 



The K. kept a royall Christmasse 

of mirth & preat honor 

• • when • . • 

l/ibout Nine Stansas wantkig.'^ 



KM 
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And bring me word what thing it is 
y« a woman most desire 
this shaibe thy ransome Arthur be sayes 
for He haue noe other bier 



K. Arthur then held vp his hand 
according thene as wa« the law 
he tooke his leaue of the baron there 
and homword can he draw 



And when he came to Merry Carlile 

to his chamber be is gone 

and tber came to him his Cozen S' Gawaine 

as he did n^ake his mone 



And there came to him his Cozen S' Csiwaine • 
yt was a curteous knight 
why sigh yo» soe sore vnckle Arthur he said 
or who hath done thee vnrigfat 



O peace o peace thou gent)e Gawaine 
yt faire may thee be ffal| 
for if thou knew iny sighing soe deepe 
thou wold not meruaSle att all 



Ffor when I came to teame wadling 
a bold barron there I fand 
^h a great club vpon his backe 
standing stiffe & strong 



And he asked me wether I wold fight 
or from him I ^hold be gone 
o f else I must him a ransome pay 
Sl soe dep't him from 

• Sic. t Sic. 
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To figbt wtb him I saw noe cause 
me thought it was not meet 
for he was stiffe & strong w^ all 
bis strokes were nothing sweets 



Therfor this is my ransome Gawaint 
I ought to him to pay 
I must come aga ne as I am swome 
▼pon the Newycers day 



And I must bring him word what thing It is 

[Abtmt Nme Stanxai wmiH^^ 



Then king Arthur drest him for to ryde. 
in one soe rich array 
toward the foresaid Teame wadling 
yt he might keepe his day 



And as he rode over a more 
bee see a lady where shee sate 
betwixt an oke and a greene hoUen 
she was cladd in red scarlett 



Then there as shold have stood her mouth 
then there was sett her eye 
the other was in her forhead fast 
the way that she might see 



Her nose was crooked & tumd outward 
her mouth stood foule a wry 
a worse formed lady then shee waft 
neuerman saw w^ his eye 



% 
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To halch vpon him k. Arthur 
this lady was full faine 
but k. Arthur had for^ott his lesson 
what he shold say againe 



What knight art thou the lady sayd 
that wilt not speake tome 
of me thou nothing dismayd 
tho I be vgly to see 



for I haue hatched yo^ curteouslye 
& yo^ will not me againe 
yett I may happen S^ knight shee said 
to ease thee of thy paine 



Giiie thou ease me lady he said 

or helpe me any thing 

thou shalt haue gentle Gawaine my cozen 

& many him w^ a ring 



Why if 1 helpe thee not thou noble k. Arthur 
of thy owne hearts desiringe 

of gentle Gawaine *" 

[About Nitie Stanzas wanting^,'] 



And when he came to the teame wadling 
the baron there cold he srinde * 
Y^th a great weapon on his backe 
standing stiffe & stronge 



And then he tooke k. Arthurs letters in his hands 
& away he cold them fiing 

* SicMS. . 

&then 



414 THX ANCIENT FBA6MENT OF TRK 

& then he puld out a good browne sword 
& cr}'d himselfe a k. 



And he sayd I haue thee &. thy land Arthur 
to doe as it pleaseth me 
for this is not thy raosome sure 
thcrfore yeeld thee to me 



And then bespoke him noble Arthur 
& bad him hold his hands 
& give me leave to speake my mind 
in defence of all my land^ 



the * said as I came over a More 
I see a lady where shee' sate 
betweene an oke & a green hollen 
shee was clad in red scarlette 



And she says a woman will haue her will 
& this is all her cheef desire 
doe me right as thou art a baron of sckiU 
this is thy ransome & all thy hyer 



He sayes an early vengeance light on her 
she walkes on yonder more 
it was my sister that told thee this 
she is a misshappen hore 



But heer He make mine avow to god 
to do her an euill turne 
for an euer I may thate fbwle theefe get 
in a fyer I will her bume 



{jfbcut Nine Stomas wenHng-.J 

• SicMS, 
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THE SECX)ND PART. 



SIR Lancclott & s^ Steven bold 
they rode w^ them that day 
and the formost of the company 
there rode the steward Kay 



Soe did S' Banier & & Bore 
fir Garrett w^^ them soe gay 
soe did Sr Tristeram yt gentle kt 
to the forrest fresh & gay 



And when he came to the greene forrest 
vndemeath a greene holly tree 
their sate that lady in red scarlet 
yt vnseemly was to see 



S' Kay beheld this Ladys face 
&, looked vppon her suire 
whosoeuer kisses this lady he sayes 
of his kisse he stands in feare 



S' Kay beheld the lady agsune 
& looked vpon her snout 
^hosoeuer kisses this lady he sales 
of his kisse he stands in doubt 



Peace coz. Kav then said S^ Gawaine 
amend thee of thy life 
^r there is a knight amongst us all 
yt must marry her to his wife 



What wedd her to wiffe then said S' Kay 

in the diuells name anon 

gett me a wiffe where ere I may 

for I had rather be slaine 

Then 
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Then soome tooke rp their hawkes in hast 
ft some tooke vp their houinb 
& fouie sware they mold not many her 
for Citty nor for towne 



And then be spake him noble k. Arthur 

Sl sware there by this day 

for a litie foule si^ht & misliking 

[y4bout Nine Stamat wamtmg:'] 



Then sbec said choose thee gentle Gawaine 
truth as I doe say 

wether thou wilt baue me in this liknesse 
in the night or else in the day 



And then bespake him Gentle Gawaine 
w^b one soe mild of moode 
sayes well I know what I wold say 
god grant it may be good 



To baue thee fowle in the night 
when I wth thee shold play 
yet I had rather if I might 

baue thee fowle in the day 

/ 



What when Lords goe w^*^ ther seires* shee siud 
both to the Ale and wine 
alas then I must hyde my selfe 
I must not goe withtnne 



And then bespake him gentle gawaine y 
said Lady thats but a skill 
And because thou art my owne lady 
thou shalt baue all thy will 

♦ Sic in MS. pro /w-^w, i. e. Mates. 

Thn 
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Then she said blesed be thou gentlt Oswahi^ 

this day y^ I thee see 

for as thou tee me att this tiAM 

from hencforth I wilbe 



My father W&s ^ old khight 
& yett it chanced soe 
that he marryed a ybuiige lady 
yt brought me to this woe 



Shee witched me being a faire young Lady 
to the greene forrest to dwell . 
& there I must walke in womans liknesse 
most like a feeind of hell 



She witched my brother to ai CafltSt B . « . • 
{/fbout Nine StamoB waiUmg^ 
that looked soe foule & tjbat was wont 
on the wild more to goe 



Come kisse her Brother Kay then^aid S^ Gl^'atfie 
& amend the of thy lifife 

I sweare this is the iame iady . .. / > 

yt I marryed to my wifife. 



^ iCay klftied that kdy bright 
standing vpon his ffi^ete 
he swore as he was trew knight 
the spice was neuer soe sweete 



Well Coz, Gawaine sayes S' Kay 

thy chance is fallen ar right 

for thou hast gotten one of the fairest maids 

I euer saw w^h my sight 

VOV III. E E J( 
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It is my fortune said S' Gawaine 
for my Vnckle Artliurs sake 
I am glad as grasse wold be of raine 
g^at Joy that I may take 



Sr Gawaine tooke the lady by the oof 9XfOifi 
Sr Kay tooke her by the tother 
they led her straight to k. Arthur 
as they were brother & brother . 



K. Arthur welcomed them there all 
& soe did lady Geneacr his queene 
w^b all the knig^bts of the round table 
most seemly to be seene' 



K. Arthur beheld that lady {aire 
that was soe faire & brig^ht 
he thanked, cbrist in trinity 
for S^ Gawaine that gentle knight- 



Soe did the knights both more and lesse 
reioyced al| that day 
for the good chance y^ hapened was 
to S^* Gawaine & his lady gay, Ffinis, 



Ii\ thQ Fac Simile Copies^ after all the care wldch has 
been taken^ it is very possible that a redundant e, &c. 
piay have been iadded or omitted. 
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A GLOS- 



A GLOSSARY 



OF THE OBSOLETE AND SCOTTISH WORDS 



IN 



VOLUME THE THIRD. 



Such words, as the Reader cannot find here, he is desired to 
look for in the Glossaries to the other volumes. 



A. 

A' AU, 8. all, 

Abye, si^er, to pay for. 

AfT, s. off^, . 

Afore, before. 

Aik, s. oak. 

Aith, s. oaih. 

Ane, s. one; an, a. 

Ann, if. 

Aquoy, /?. 312, coy, shy. 

Aston ied, astonished, stunned. 

Auld, 8. old, 

Avowe, vow, 

KviB^*, 8. away. 

Aye, ever; also, all! alas! 

AjEont, s. beyond. 



B. 

Ban, curse. 

BanderoUes, streamers, little 
flags. 



Baud, s. hold, 

Bedeene, immediately. 

Bedone, wrought, made up, 

Bcere, s. bier, 

* Ben, s. within doors. 

Bent, s. long grass; also, wild, 

fields, where bents, iSfc, grow, 
Bereth, (Introd.) beareth, 
Bernes, barns, 
Beseeme, hecotne, 
Beshradde, cut into shreds, 
Beshrew me ! a lesser form of 

imprecation, 
Besmirehe, to soil, discolour, 
Blee, complexion. 
Blent, blended, 

Blinkan,blinkand,s. twinkbng. 
Blinking, p. 388, squinting. 
Blinks, s. twinkles, sparkles, 
Blinne, cease, give over, 
Blyth, blithe, spriglitly, joyous. 
Bljih, p. i\3, joy, sprightliness. 
Bookesman, cle^% secretary. 
Boon, favour, request, petition. 
Bore, bom. 

Bower, 



* * Of the Scottish words Ben, and But ; Ben is from the 
Dutch Binnen, Lat. intra, intus, which is compounded of the 
yreposition Byt or Be, the same as By in English^ and of in. 

BE 2 ♦J?w^> 
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Bower, bowre, any bowed 9t 
arched roam ; a parlour , 
chamber; also a dwelling in 
general. 

Bowre woman, s. chamber-- 
maid. 

Brae, s. the brow, or side (if a 
hillf a declivity. 

Brakes, ttifh qf'/em. 

Brand, sword, 

Brast, burst, 

Braw, 8. brave, 

Brayde, drew out, unsheathed, 

Brenn, t. bum. 

Bridal, (properly bride-ale) the 
nuptialjeast. 

Brifcue, brigg, bridge, 

Brided, carved. Vid, Byrtt- 
lynge. Gloss, Vol, I. 

Broocbc, brouche, \st, a spit / 
^dlyy a bodkin ; Zdly, any or- 
natnental trinket. Stone- 
buckles (if silver or gold, with 
wJdch gentlemen and ladies 
clasp their shirt^hosoms, and 
handkerchitfs. Are called in 
the Not^thBroocheB^fromtke 
f. broche, a spit, 

Brocht^ 8. brought, 

Bu^le, bugle-horn, a hunting- 
horn : being the horn <^ a 
Bugle, or Wild Bull, 

Bum, bourne, brook. 

Busk, dress, deck. 

But if, unless, 

* Butt, 8. without, out qf doors. 

Byre, 8* cow-house. 



C 



Cantia, s. cannot. 

Carle, a churl, clown, 

Carlisb, churlish, dicourtesui, 

Cau, s. calL 

Cauld, 8. cold, 

Certes, certainly. 

Chap, p. 136, knock. 

Chevaliers, f. knights. 

Child, p, 96, a kfdght. See 
Vol, I. Gloss, 8fc, 

Chicld, s.is a sHght orJamHiar 
way of speaking of a person, 
like our English vmd fel- 
low. The ^eld, t. e. the 
fellow. 

Christentie, Ckristeftdome, 

Churl, cloum : a person of Isw 
birth ; a villain. 

Church-ale, a wake, a feast <» 
commemoration rftke d'edJctt- 
tion qfa Church', 

Claiths, s. clothes, 

Clead, s. clothed, 

Cleading, s. clothing, 

Cled, 8. clad, clothed. 

Clerks, clergymen, Uterati, 
scholars. 

eliding, s. clothing; 

Cold, could, p. 41, knew. 

Coleyne, Colognsteei, 

Con thanks, give thanks. 

Courtnals, p. S34. 

Cramasie, s. crmeon, 

Cranion, skull. 

Crinkle, run in emd out, nm 
into flexures, wrinkle. 

Crook, twist, wrinkle, distort 

Crowt, to pucker up. 

Cum, 8. come. 



Can, *gan, began. 
Caitiff, a slave^ 



* But, or Butt, is from the Dutch Buyten, Lat. extrd,prteUrt 
preeterquam, which is compounded of the same preposition Bf 
or Be, and of uyt^ t)ie s^tqie as ol^ in English, 

p. 
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D. 

panky moist, damp, 

Dawes, (Introd.J days. 

Deas, dels, th^ high table in a 
hall: from f. dais, a canopy. 

Dealan, deland, s. dealing. 

Dee, s. die. 

Deed, (Introd.J dead. 

Deemed, p. 9 U doomed, jtidged, 
8fc, thus, in the Isle of Man, 
uudges are called Deemsters. 

Deerly, p, QQ, preciously, richly, 

Deid, s. dead, 

Deid bell, s, passing-bell, 

Dell, WBirrow valley, 

Delt, dealt, 

Desciye, p, 3 18, descrive, de- 
scribe, 

Demains, demesnes} estate i/a 
lands, 

Diie^ht, decked. 

Ding, knock, beat. 

Din, dinne, noise, bustle, 

Pl8na> s. doest not, 

Distrere, the horse rode by a 
knight in the tumament, 

Dosend, s. dosing, drowsy, tor- 
pid, benumbed, Sfc, 

Doublet, a man's inner gar- 
ment; waistcoat. 

Doubt, feu^r, 

Doubteous, doubtful, 

Douzty, doughty, 

Drapping, i. dropping, 

Dreiry, s. dreary. 

Dule,s. dole, somnp, 

Dwellan, dwelland, s. dwelling, 

Dyan, dyand, s. dying. 



E. 

J^tlier, I. either. 

£e; een, eyne, s. eyes eyes, 

£en, even, evening. 



Effiind, pour forth, 

Eftsoon, in a short time, 

Eir, s. e'er, ever, 

Enouch, s. enough. 

Eke, also. 

Evanished, s. vanished, 

Eyeriche, every, each, 

Everychone, every one. 

Ew-bu|^hts, p, 113, er Ewen 
boughts, s. are small inclo- 
sures, or pens, tnto which 
the farmers drive (Scotid 
weir] their milch ewes, mom* 
ing and evening, in order to 
milk them, TTuey are comi^ 
monly made with fale-dyket , 
i, e, earthen dykes, 

Ezar, p, 137, azure. 



F. 



Fadge, s. a thick loqfqf bread f 
f^ratively, any coarse heap 
ofstvff. 

Fain, glad, fond, weU^leased, 

Falds, s. thJou f oldest. 

Fallan% falland, s. falling. 

Falser, a deceiver, hypocrite. 

Fa's, s. tJuntfallest, 

Faw'n, s. fallen. 

Faye, faith, 

Feare, fere, feire, mate. 

Fee, reward, recompence: ii 

also signyies land, when it is 

connected with this tenure b^ 

which it is held: as knigkfs 

fee, ^c, 

Tet, fetched, 

Fillan', filland, s. fiUing, 

Find frost, ^ra<f misehince, or 
disaster, A phrase still in 
use. 

Fit, s. feet, \ 

Five teen, f^een. 

Flayne, fiayed* 

FlindarSy 
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Flindars, s. pieces, splinters* 

Fonde, found, 

Foregoe, qrdt, give up, resign. 

Furewearied, much wearied, 

Forthy, therefore. 

Fou*,Fow, fi./iill: Item, drunk, 

Frac, 8. fro : from, 

V\xTi\\, forth, 

Fyere, (Introd.) fierce, 

Fyled, fyling, deJUed, defiling. 



Gowd, 8. gold. 

Greet, s. wevp, 

Groouies, attendants, servants. 

Gude, guid, s. good. 

Guerdon, reward, 

Gule, red. 

Gyle, guile, 

^: 

Ha*, 8. hall, 
Hame, fuome, 

Hau>-:8-bane, s. p, 113, the neck- 
bone (balse-bone), a phrase 
for the neck. 
IIee*s, 8. lie shall: also, he has. 
Hey-day guise, p. 359, firoHek] 
sportivefrolicksome manner*. 
Heatlieaness, the heathen part 

of the vHrrld, 
Hem, *em, them, 
Heute, (Introd.) held, pulled, 
Heo, (Introd.) they. 
Her, hare, their,. 
Hett, bight, bid, call, cfmmand^ 
Hewkes, heralds coats. 
Hind, s. behind. 
Hings, s. hangs. 
Hip, hep, the berry, which emt- 
tains the stones or seeds ffthe 
dog-rose, 
Hir; hir lain, s. hers herself 

alone. 
Hole, whole, 

Hollen) p, 414, probably a cor- 
ruption for holly. 
Hoiide, hand, 
Hooly, 8. slowly. 
Hose, stockings. 
Huggle, hug, clasp, 
Hyt, (Introd) it, 

♦ This word is perbap*?, in p. 259, corruptly given j being 
apparently the same with Heydeguies, or- Heydeouivbs, 
whicli occurs in Spenser, and means a '* wikl frolick dance." 
Johuson's Dictionary. . 

I. 



G. 

Gae, 8. gave, 
Gae, gacs, s. go, goes, 
Gaed, gade, s. u>ent, 
Gan, began, 
Gane, s. gone. 
Gang, 8. go. 
Gar, 8. make, 
Gart, garred, s. made. 
Gear, g«ir, s. gee^; goods, fur- 
niture, 
Geid, 8. gave, 
Gerte, (Introd.) pierced. 
Gibed, jeered, 
Gie, 8. give, 
Giff, if. 
Gin, s. if. 

Gin, gyn, engine, contrivance. 
Gins, begins, 

Gip, an interjection qf contempt. 
Glee, merriment, joy. 
Glen, 8. a narrow valley, 
Glente, glanced, slipt, 
Glowr, s. stare, or frown, 
Gloze, canting, dissimulation, 

fair outside. 
Gode, (Introd.) good. 
Gone, (Introd) go. 
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I. ' . L. 

4 

l\Ss.T^y,s.ill'fav<mredlp,ug'Hiy, 'LsiC^s.e, wavU. 

Ilka, s. eachy everyone, Laith, s. loth. 

Impe, a little demon. Lamb's wool, a cant phuue for 
Ingle, 8. fire. ale and roasted af^s^ p, S35. 

Jow, 8. jolly or jowl. Lang, s. long. - 

Ireful, angry, furious. __ Lap. s. leaped. 

Ise, s. I shall. Largesse, f. gift, UbetaUty. 

Lee, \e&, Jield, pasture. 
Lee, s. lie. 

K. . Leech, physician. 

Leese, s. lose. 

Kame, s. comb. Leffe, (Introd.Jleekfdear, 

Kameing, s. combing. Leid, s. lyed. 

Kantle, piece, comer y p. Q6. Lemman, lover. 

Kauk, 8. chalk. Leugh, s. laughed. 

Keel, 8. raddle. Lewd, ignorant, scandalous. 

Kempt, combed. Libbard, Leopard. 

Ken, s. hMw. Libbard's-bane, a herb so called. 

Kever-cbefes, handkerchiefs. lAc\it\y,%.Ughtly, easily. nimbly. 

(Vid. Introd.) Lig. s. lie. 

Kilted, s. tucked up. Limitours,/Har« licensed to beg 
Kirk, s. church. vnthin certain Hmits. 

KiTkrW2i,s. p. SO\f church-wall: Limitaeioune, a certain pre-' 

or perhaps churchryard-walU cinct allowed to a limitour. 

Kirn, s. chum. Lither, naughty, wicked, p. 88. 

Kirtle, a petticoat, womasCs Lo'e, loed, s. love, loved. 

gown. Lothly, p. 57, (vid. lodl^re. 
Kith, acquaintance. Gloss, vol. II.) loathsomef. 

Knellan, knelland, s. knelling, Lounge, (Introd.) lung, 

ringing the knell. Lourd, lour^ s. lever, had rather* 

Kyrtell, vid. kirtle. In the In- Lues, luve, s. loves, love. 

trod, it signifies a maris un- Lyan, lyand, s. lying. 

der gcoTTnent*. Jjystenyth, (Introd^) listen. 

f Bale, in hi? Aetes of English Votaries (2d Part, fol. 53), 
uses t|ie word Kyrtlb to signify a Monk's Frock. He says, 
Roger Earl of Shrewsbury, when h& was dying, sent " to 
"C'lniiyake, in France, for the Kyrtle of ho^ Hugh the 
i*,^ljl>ot there," &c. . uii!- 

-f- The adverbial Terminations -some and -ly were Applied 

indifierenUy by our old- writers: thus, as we -have -LoifMyiot 

Ijoathsome, albove; so we have .C/^«ome in a sense n^t^very 

xe^apiA from ]L[gly io Lord StfiiREYVs Version of iBneid IL v\z. 

*^ In every place the uosome sightes I saw."-' . Page [29]. 

Ml 
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M. 

Mair, more, 

Mait, s. might, 

Mark, a <?0ti», in valu€ 13#. 4d, 

Maugre, iu spUe ^ 

Mavis, 8. a thrush. 

Maun, s. must, 

Mawt, 8. mtUi, 

Meed, reward. 

Micht, might, 

Mickle, much^ great. 

Midge, a small itueet, a hmd 

qfgnat. 
Minstrai,8. minstrel, musidan, 

Minstrelsie, musie, . 

Mirkie, i/oirhy hlaeh. 

Mishap, mi^orttme. 

Mithcr, 8. mother. 

Moe,«iiortf. 

Mold, mould, ground, 

Monand, ifMantni^, bemoatUftg, 

More; origttudfy and properly 
mgnjfied a hill, (from A.S. 
moji, iNMU,) if^ the hills of 
the N^rth being generally 
full qf bogs, a Moor came to 
signify boggy marshy ground 
ingeneraL 

Morrownyages, m&mings. 

Mofises, swampy grounds, co- 
vered with peat-moss^ 

Mote, mought, might, 

M<m, 8. mouth. 



N. 

Na, nae, s. no. 

Naithing, s. nothing. 
NanCy 8. none. 

NewCangle, new(aBgled, fond 
^ntveltyi ^ tuw fashi&ns, 

^licht, «. night. 



Noble, a coin, in wUu§ €s, %d. 
Norland, s. northern. 
Nortb-gales, North fPiOee, 
Nurtured^ educated, bred up^ 



O. 

Obraid, s. upbraid, 

Ony, 8. any. 

Or, ere, b^ore,^^Inp,9l, v.4\, 

or seems to have the force ^ 

the Latin vel, and to sign^ 

even. 
Ou, (Inirod.) you, 
Out-brayde, drew out, w¥ 

sheathed, 
Owre, 8. over, 
Owre-word, s. the hut word. 

The burden of a song. 
Owches, bosses, or buttons ^ 

gold. 

P. 

Pall, a cloah, or numUeof state. 

Palmer, a pilgrim, who, hmring 
been at the IMy Land, car- 
ried a pabn-braneh in his 
hand. 

Paramour, gaiUmi, kmer, mii" 
tress. 

Partake, p. 949,pmfie^mte, mh 
eignto. 

Pattering, murmuring, MiMh 
bling, from the masmtr in 
which the Patep-noster was 
anciently hurried euer, via 
kw inartieulate voice. 

Paynim, pagan. 

Pearlins, s. p. 1 14^ a coaroe sort 
^ bone-lace. 

Peer: peerles^-r^ytwl; wUhmt 
equal. 

P^rinf f i*«9MV> MkiMg nor- 
rowi^^. 
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Peril], dmngtr. 

Philomeney Philomel^ the nig'ht' 

ingtUe, 
Plaine, complain. 
Plein, ^jnplain, 
Vorcupig, porcupine, f . porcepic. 
Poterner, p, 42, perhaps pocket,, 

or pouch, Pautoniere in Fr. 

is a sJiepheraTs scrip, (vid. 

Cotgrave.J, 
Piece, s. /I. 175, a little. 
Preas, prese, press. 
Pricked, spurred forward, tror 

Celled a good round pace. 
Prowess, hraxjery, valour ^ mili' 

^ary gallantry. 
Puissant, strong, pofcerfitl. 
Purfel, an ornament of em- 

broidery, 
Purfelled, embroidered. 



Quail, shrink, flinch, yield. 
Quay, quhey, s. a young heifer, 

called a whie in Yorkshire, 
Quean, sorry, base woman, 
Q\xe\i, subdue; also,kill, 
Quelch, a blow, or ban^, 
Quha, 8. who, 
Quhair, s. where, 
Quhan, whan, s. when, 
Quhaneer, s. whene'er. 
Quhen, 8. when. 
Quick, aUve, living* 
Quitt, requite. 
Quo, quoth* 



R. 



Rade, s. rode, 
Raise^ s. rose, 
Reade, rede, 8. advise, 
Rc«y$| bmlijy. 



Renneth, rent^n^, runneth, 
nirning. 

Reft, her^f. 

Register, the qfiicer who heepi 
the public register, 

Riall, (Introd.J royal. 

Riddle, pp, 1S2, 133* seems t9 
be a vulgar idiom for unrid"-^ 
die ; or is perhaps a corruj^ 
tion of reade, i. e. advise, 

Rin, s. run, Riu my errand^ 
p, 134, a contracted way ^ 
speaking, f(rr *^run on my 
errand,** The pronoun^ i$ 
omitted. So the French say^ 
faire message. 

Rood, Roode, cross, crucifix. 

Route, p, 144, go about, travtif 

Rudd, red, ruddy, 

Ruth, pity. 

Ruthfull, rueful, wpefUh 



S. 



Sa, sae, s. so, 

Saft, s. soft, 

Saim, s same, 

Sair, s. sore. 

Sail, s. shatt, 

Sarke, s. shirt. 

Saut, s. salt. 

Say, essay, attempt. 

Scant, scarce; item, jp, 315| 

scantiness, 
Seely, silly. 
Seething, boiling, 
Sed, said, 
Sel, sell, s. 9elf. 
Sen, s. since. 
Seneschal!, steward. 
3ey, s. p. 114, say, a Mnd of 

woollen stuff', 
Shee's, 8. she shall, 
Sheene, shining. 
Sbield-bo^e, j9. 149> the bMe* 

honcf 
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lone : a cofnmon pltrate in Squebh, a b^aw, w hang. 

iJit North, Stean, s. ttone. 

Sbent, shamed f ditgraced, Slerte, ttarted, 

abused, Stexen, voice , soutid. 

Sbepenes, shipenfi, cow-houses^ Stint, stop. 

sheep-pens, p. 2G3, A.S. Scy- Stouiid, stonde, (Introd.) space. 



motnenty hour, time. 
Stoxrre, strong^ robust, fierce. 
Slower, stowre, stir, disiwrh- 

anre, fight. 
Stude, stuid, s. stood, 
Summere, p. 145» a sumpter 

horse. 
Surcease, ceeue, 
Stinr, 9. soon. 
Swecre, swire, nech. 
Syne, s. theny qfterwards. 



pen. 
Shimmered, s. glittered. 
Sho, Bcho, s. sh€. 
Shoonc, slioes, 
.Sbope, sJiaped, 
Shread,. cut into small pieces, 
Shreeven, shriven, confessed her 

sins, 
Shullen, sitall. 
Sic, sich, such. 
Sick-like, s. suchriike, 
Sigbao, sigband^ s. sighing. 
Siller, s. silver, 

Sitb, since, T. 

Skinkled, s. glittered, 
suited, 8. wliettedi or, perhaps, Teene, sorrour, grief. 

wiped. Thewes, manners. In p,h\it 

Sieatb, slayeth. signifies limbs, 

Slee, slay. Than, r. then, 

Sna', snaw, s. snow, Thair, s. there, 

Sootb, truth, true, Thir, s. this, these, 

Soth, sotbe, ditto, Tlio, then, 

Sould, s. should. Thrall, captive, 

Souldan, soldan, sowdan^ sul- Thrall, captivity. 



tan, 
Spack, 8. spake. 
Sped, speeded, succeeded, 
Speik, 8. speak, 
Speir, 8. "spere, speare, speere, 

spire, ask, inqmre^, 
Speir, s. spear. 
Spill, spoil, destroy, kill, 
Spillan, spilland, s. spilling. 
S^argingfjroth that purges out. 



Thralldome, ditto. * 

Thrang, close. 

Thrilled, twirled, turned round. 
Th ropes, villages. 
Thocht, thought, 
Tift, 6. puff' qf wind. 
Tirled, twirled, turned round. 
Tone, t*oue, the one. 
Tor, a tower; also, a high' 
pointed rock, or hill. 



* So Chaucer, in his Rhyme of Sir Thopar: 

" He sotighte north and south, 

" And oft he spired with his mouth.*' ^ 

i. e. * inquired.' Not Spied, as in the New Edition of Ganter- 
biify Tales, vol. II. p. 234. 

■ Tres-tatfdie, 
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Tres-hardie, f. thrice-hardy. 

Trenchant, f. cutting, 

Triest furth, 8. draw forth to 
an astigfiaiion, 

Trifulcate, three-forlked, three- 
pointed. 

Trow, believe, trust: also, ve- 
rily. 

Troth, truth, faith, fidelity. 

Tush, dn interjection of con- 
tempt, or impatiefice. 

Twa, s. two, 

Tuayne, two, 

»» 

U. 

Venu, (Introd.) approach, 
coming, 

Unbethought, p, 90, for be- 
thought. So Unloose for 
Loose. 

Unctuous, fat, clammy, oily, 

Undermeles, aflernoons. 

Unkempt, umombed, 

Ure, use, 

W. 

Padded, p. 4, perhaps from 
woad: i. e, of a light blue 
colour ♦. 

Wae, waefo*, s. woe, woeful, 

Wr.:l, s. walde, would. 

Walker, a filler of cloth. 

Waltered, weltered, rolled a- 
long. JUo, wallowed. 
^ Waly, an interjection q/' grief, 

Wame, wem, s. belly, 

Warde, s. advise, forewarn. 

Wassel, drinking, good cheer, 

Wat, s. wet. Also, knew. 



Wate, s. hUimed, Prat, if 
wyte, to bla?ne. 

Wax, to grow, become. 

Wayward, perverse, 

Weale, welfare. 

Weare-in, s. drive in gently, 

Weede, clothing, dress, 

Weel, well, Also, we'll, 

We'ird, wizard, witch. Pro- 
perly fate, destiny. 

Welkin, the sky. 

Well-away, exclamation rf pity. 

Wem, (Introd.) hurt, 

Wende, weened, thought. 

Wend, to go, 

Werr}"ed, worryed, 

Wha, s. who, 

Whair, s. where. 

Whan, s. when. 

Whilk, s. which, 

Vf hit, jot. 

Whittles, knives, 

Wi', s. with, 

Wight, human ereetture, man 
or woman. 

Wild- worm, serpent, 
"Windar, p. 384, perhaps the 
contraction of Windhover, 4 
kind of hawke. 

Wis, know. 

Wit, weet, know, understand. 

Woe, woeful, sorrowful. 

Wode, wod, wood. Also, mad. 

Woe-man, a sorrowful man. 

Woe-worth, woe be to [you"] 
A. S. worthan, (fierij to be, 
to become. 

Wolde, would. 

Wonde, (Introd.) wound, winded. 

Wood, wode, mad, furious. 

Wood-wroth, s. furiously en- 
raged. 



* Taylor, in his History of Gavel-kind, p. 49, says, *^Bright^ 
"from the British word Brith, which signifies their wadde- 
" colour t this was a light l^lue." Minshew's Dictionary. 

Wot, 
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Wot» know, thmk, Ys, is. 

Wow, s. exclamati&n^wmder, Yf, t/C 

Wracke, mm, detiructien, Yn, tn. 

Wynne, win, ^oy. » Ystonge, (Inirod,J stung, 

Wyt, wit, weet, ibiotff. Y-wrought, wrought. 

Wyte, Atejue. Y-wys, ^ru/y^ verify. 



Y. 

Yaned, yawned* 

Yate, ^0/«. 

Y-built, (Kt/r, 

YchuUc, fintrod.j I shall, 

Yese, s. ye «Aa//. 

Ylke, ilk, same. That ylk, 

<Aaf same. 
Ylythe, (Introd.) Men, 
Yode, i£>e2i^. 



Z. 

Ze, s. ytf; zee're, s. ye are. 

Zees, 8. ye shall, 

Zellow, 8. yellow, 

Zet, 8. yet, 

Zong, 8. young, 

Zou, s. you; zour, s. your. 

Zour-lane, your-laney s, alonSf 

by yourself. 
Zouth, s. youth. 
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